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CHAPTEH IV. 

I8I7-1823. 



To WILLIAM AYETON, Ebq. 

B CLXIIL] ifoy 17, 1817. 

Mt dear Mend, 
Before I end, 
Have you any 
More oiderB for Don Oioranii^ 
To give 
Hi in that doth lire 
YoQT iaithful Zauyt 

Without raiUeiy, 
I mean Gallny 

For I am a person thai shuna 
All ostentation 
And being at the top of the &slu<» j 
And seldom go to operas 
But t n formd pauperU I 

I go to tiie play 
In a very economical sort of a waf, 
Rather to see 
Tlianbeseen: 
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LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 

Though I'm no ill sight 
Neither, 
By candie-light 
And in eome kinds of weather. 
You might pit me 

For height 
Against Keun ; 
But in a grand tragic scene 
I'm nothing : 
It would create a kind of loathing 
To see me act Hamlet ; 
There'd be many a damn let 

Fly 
At my presumption, 

If I should try, 
Bdng a fellow of no gumption. 

By the way, t«]I mo candidly how you lelish 
This, which they call 

The lapidary style ! 
Opinions vary. 
The late Mr. AfeUiah 
Could never abide it ; 
He thought it vile, 
And coxcombicaL 
My friend the poet lanreat, 
Who ia a great lawyer at 

Anything comical, 

"Was the first who tried it ; 

But Mellish could never abide it ; 

But it signifies very little what Mellish said, 

Becauee be is dead. 

For who can confute 

A body that's mutet 
Or who would fight 
With a senseless sprite t 

Or think of troubling 
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An inpenetrable old goblin. 
That's dead and gone, 
And stiff as stone, 
To coQviDce him with arguments pro and oon. 
As if some live logician, 
Bred up at Merton, — 
Or Mr. Haztitt, the metaphysiciaii^— 
Hey, Mr. Ayrton 1 
With all your rare tone. 

For tell me how should an apparition 
List to your call, 
Though you talt'd for ever, 

Ever so clever : 
When his ear itself. 
By which he must hear, or not hear at all. 
Is kid on the shelf t 
Or put the case 
(For more grace), 
It were a female spectra- 
How could you expect her 
To take much guat 
In bog speeches, 
With her tongue as dry as dust, 
In a sandy place, 
Where no peaches, 
Koi lemons, nor limes, nor oranges hang, 
To drop on the drought of an arid hanugne, 
Or quench, 
With their sweet drench. 
The fiery paoga which the worms inflict, 
With their endless nibblings, 
Like quibblings, 
"Which the corpse may dislike, but can ne'er contradictt 
Hey, Mr. Ayrton 1 
With all your rare tone. 

0. LuiK 
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4 LETTERS OF ^HARLES L&XB, 

To Me. BARRON FIELD. 
Lettzb CLXIV.] Av^uat 31, 1817. 

My dear Barron — The bearer of this letter ao far 
across the seas is Mr. Lawrey, who comes out to you as 
a missionary, and whom I have been strongly importuned 
to recommend to you as a most worthy creature by Mr, 
Fenwick, a very old, honest friend of mine ; of whom, if 
my memory does not deceiTC me, you have had some 
knowledge heretofore as editor of the StaUiman ; a man 
of talent, and -patriotic If you can show him any 
facilities in his arduous undertaking, you will oblige UB 
much. Well, and how does the laud of thieves use you ) 
and how do you pass your time, iu your estra -judicial 
intervals t Going about the streets with a lantern, like 
Diogenes, looking for an honest man ! Ton may look 
long enough, I fancy. Do give me some notion of the 
manners of the inhabitants where you are. They don't 
thieve all day long, do they t No human property could 
stand such continuous battery. And what do they do 
when they an't stealing ? 

Have you got a theatre 1 What pieces are performed t 
Shakspeare'a, I suppose ; not so much for the poetry, as 
for his having once been in danger of leaving his country 
on account of certain " small deer." 

Have you poets among you J Damn'd plagiarists, I 
fancy, if you have any. I would not trust an idea, or 
a pocket-handkerchief of mine, among 'em. You are 
almost competent to answer Lord Bacon's problem, 
whether a nation of atheists can subsbt together. Yoa 
are practically in one : — 

" 3d tbieviali 'Ha, ttiat the eightli eomnundment itself 
Soucs BBBmeth thera to be.^' 

Out old honest world goes on with little perceptiUe 
Tariation. Of course you have heard of poor Mitchell's 
death, and that Q. Dyer is one of Loid Stanhope's 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



reuduariea. I am afraid he has not touched much of 
the residue yet He is positively as lean as GassioB, 
Barnes ia going to Demerara, or Easequibo, I am not 
quite certain which. Alsager is turned actor. He came 
out in genteel comedy at Cheltenham this season, and has 
hopes of a London engagement. 

For my own history, I ajn just in the same epot, doing 
the same thiug (videlicet, little or nothing) as when yon 
left me ; only I have positive hopes that I shall he able 
to conquer that inreterate habit of smoking which you 
may remember I indulged in. I think of making a 
beginning this evening, viz. Sunday, 3Ist Aug. 1817, not 
Wednesday, 2d Feb. 1818, as it will be perhaps when 
you read this for the first time. There is the difficulty 
of writing from one end of the globe (hemispheres, I c&U 
'em) to another I Why, half the truths I have sent you 
in tj)is letter will become lies before they reach yon, and 
some of the lies (which I have mixed for variety's sake, 
and to exercise your judgment in the finding of them out) 
may be turned into sad realities before yon shall be called 
upon to detect them. Such are the defects of going by^ 
different chronologies. Your "now" is not my "now"; 
and again, your "then" is not my "then"; but my 
"now" may be your "then," and vke versA. Whose 
head is competent to these things 1 

How does Mrs. Field get on in her geography ) Does 
she know where she is by this time 1 I am not sura 
sometimes you are not in another planet ; but then I 
don't like to ask Capt. Bumey, or any of those that know 
anything about it, for fear of exposing my ignorance. 

Our kindest remembrances, however, to Mrs. F., if 
she will accept of reminiscences &om another planet, or 
at least another hemisphere. 0, I^ 
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MAEY IAMB TO MisB WORDSWORTH. 

Lbttee CLXV.] ^ovemier 21, 1817. 

My dear Miss Wordsworth — Tour kind letter has 
^ven us very great pleasure ; the sight of your hand- 
writing waa a moat welcome Burprise to us. We have 
heard good tidings of you by all our friends who were bo 
fortunate as to yiait you this Summer, and rqoice to see 
it confirmed by yourself. You hare quite the advanta^ 
in volunteering a letter ; there is no merit in replying to 
BO welcome a stranger. 

We have left the Temple. I think you will be eonj 
to hear this. I know I have never been so well satisfied 
with thinking of you at Rydal Mount, as when I could 
connect the idea of you with your own Orasmere Cottage. 
Our rooms were dirty and out of repair, and the incon- 
venieucea of living in chambers became every year more 
irksome, and bo, at last, we mustered up resolution 
^enough te leave the good old place, that so long bad 
sheltered us, and here we are, living at a braider's shop, 
No. 20, in Eussell Street, Covent Garden, a place aU 
alive with noise and bustle; Drury Lane Theatre in 
sight from our front, and Covent Garden from our back 
windows. The hubbub of the carriages returning from 
the play does not annoy me in the least ; strange that it 
does not, for it is quite tremendous. I quite enjoy 
looking out of the window, and listening to the calling 
up of the carriages, and the squabbles of the coachmen 
and linkboys. It is the oddest scene to look down upon ; 
I am sure you would be amused with it. It is well I 
am in a cheerful place, or I should have many misgivings 
about leaving the Temple. I look forward with great 
pleasure to the prospect of seeing my good friend, Hiss 
Hutehinson. I wish Rydal Mount, with all its inhabitants 
enclosed, were to be transplanted with her, and to remain 
Btationat; in the midst of Covent Garden. 
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fourth day, keejnng very qiiiet between, waa all Mrs, 
Hoigan could accomplish. 

God bleaa you and yours. LoTe to all and each one. 

I am ever yours most affectionately, U. Lamb. 

To Miss WORDSWORTH. 
LbtteeCLXVL] lfovmbia-21, 1817. 

Dear Misb Wordsworth — Here we are, transplanted 
from our native BoiL I thought we never could have 
beeu torn up from the Temple. Indeed it was an ngly 
wrench, but like a tooth, now 'tis out, and I am easy. 
We uerer can strike root so deep in any other ground. 
This, where we are, is a light bit of gardener's mould, 
and if they take us up irom it, it will cost no Uood and 
groans, like mandrakes pulled up. We are in the indi- 
vidual spot I like best, in alt this great city. The 
theatres, with all their noises. Oovent Garden, dearer 
to me than any gardens of Alcinous, where we are morally 
sure of the earliest peas and 'sparagus. Bow Street 
where the thieves are examined, within a few yards of us. 
Mary had not been here four-and-twenty hours before she 
saw a thief. She sits at the window working ; and casually 
throwing out her eyes, she sees a coQConrse of people com- 
ing this way, with a constable to conduct the solemnity. 
These little incidents agreeably diversify a female life. 

Mary has brought her part of this letter to an ortho- 
dox and loving conclusion, which is very well, for I have no 
room for pansies and remembrances. What a nice holyday 
I got on Wednesday by favour of a princess dying I 

O.L. 

To J. PAYNE COLLIER. 



Letthb CLXVII.] Decmier K 

Dear J. P. 0. — I know how zealously you feel for our 
fiiend S. T. Ooleridie; and I know that you and your 
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fiunOf attended his lectures four or five years ago. He 
is in bad health, and worse mind : and unless sometbing 
ia done to lighten his mind he will aoon be reduced to 
bis extremities ; and even these are not in the beet con- 
dition. I am sure that ;oa will do for hira what yon 
can ; but at present he seems in a mood to do for hun- 
self. He projects a new course, not of physic, nor of 
metaphyuc, nor a new course of life, but a new course of 
lectures on Sbakspesre and Poetry. There is no man 
better qualified (always excepting number one) ; but I 
am pre-engaged for a series of dissertations on India 
and Indiapendence, to be completed, at the expense of 
the Company, in I know not (yet) how many volumes 
foolscap folio. I am busy getting up my Hindoo 
mytliology; and, for the purpose, I am once more 
enduring Southey's curse. To be serious, Coleridge's 
state and affairs make me so; and there are particular 
reasons just now, and have been any time for the last 
twenty years, why he should succeed. He will do so 
with a little encouragement. I have not seen him 
lately ; and he does not know that I am writing, 
YouiB (for Coleiidge's sake) in baste, C. Laub. 



To BENJAMIN ROBERT HAYDON. 
LBTTWt CLXVIIL] DtcemAer 1817. 

My dear Haydon — I will come with pleasure to 22, 
lisson Grove, North, at Rosse's, half-way up, rightrhand 
Bide, if I can find it. 

Yours, 0. hiMB. 



20, Bnssell Court, 

Covent Garden, Bast. 
Half-way np, nait the corner. 

Left-band side. 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



LETTERS OF CHARLES LAUB. 



To MEfl. WORDSWORTH. 

EastJndia Houm, 
Lkttbr CLXIX.J February 18, 1818. 

My dear Mrs. Wordsworth — I have repeatedly taken 
pen in hand to answer your kind letter. My sister 
should more properly have done it, but she having failed, 
I consider myself answerable for her debts. I am now 
trying to do it in the midst of commercial noises, and 
vith a quill which seems more ready to glide into 
arithmetical figures and names of gourds, cassia, carda- 
moms, aloes, ginger, or tea, than into kindly responses 
and friendly recollections. The reason why I cannot 
write letters at home is, that I am never alone. Plato's 
— (I write to W. W. now)— Plato's double-animal parted 
nevur longed more to be reciprocally re-imited in the 
system of its first creation than I sometimes do to be but 
for a moment single and separate. Except my morning's 
walk to the office, which is like treading on sands of gold 
for that reason, I am never so. I cannot walk home 
from office but some officious friend ofiers his unwelcome 
courtesies to accompany me. AH the morning I am 
pestered. I could sit and gravely cast up sums in great 
books, or compare sum with snm, and write "p^d" 
against this, and "unpaid" against t'other, and yet 
reserve in some comer of my mind "some darling 
thoughts aU my own," — faint memory of some passage 
in a book, or the tone of an absent friend's voice — a 
snatch of Miss Burrell's singing or a gleam of Fanny 
Eelly's divine plain face. The two operations might be 
going on at the same time without thwarting, as the 
sun's two motions (earth's, I mean), or aa I sometimes 
turn round till I am giddy, in my back parlour, while 
my sister is walking longitudinally in the front ; or aa 
the shoulder of vea! twists round with the spit, while the 
smoke wreathes up the chimney. But there are a set of 
amat«ui8 of the Belles Lettres — the gay science— who 
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come to me as a sort of rendezvous, putting questions of 
criticiBm, of British Institutions, Lalla Rookbe, etc — 
what Coleridge said at the lecture last night — who have 
the form of reading men, but, for an; possible use read- 
ing can be to them, but to talk of, might as well have 
been Aute-Gadmeaas born, or have lain sucking out the 
sense of an Egyptian hierc^lyph as long as the pyramids 
will last, before they should find it. These pests worrit 
me at bn^ess, and in all its intervals, perplexing my 
accounts, poisoning my little salutary warming- time i^ 
the fire, puzzling my paragraphs if I take a newspaper, 
cramming in between my own free thoughts and a column 
of figuree, which had come to an nmieable compromise 
but for them. Their noise ended, one of them, as I said, 
accompanies me home, lest I should be solitai; for a 
moment; he at length takes his welcome leave at the 
door ; np I go, mutton on table, hungry as hunter, hope 
to forget my cares, and bury them in the agreeable 
abstraction of mastication ; knock at the door, in comes 
Mr, Hazlitt, or Mr, Martin Burney, or Morgan Demi- 
gorgon, or my brother, or somebody, to prevent my 
eating alone — a process absolutely necessary to my poor 
wretched digestion. the pleasure of eating alone !— 
eating my dinner alone ! let nie thbk of it. But iu they 
come, and make it absolutely necessary that I should 
open a bottle of orange ; for my meat turns into stone 
when any one dines with me, if I have not wine. Wine 
can mollify stones ; then that wine turns into acidity, 
acerbity, misanthropy, a haired of my interrupters — 
(God bless -'em 1 I love some of 'em dearly), and with the 
hatred, a still greater aversion to their going away. Bad 
is the dead sea they bring upon me, choking and deaden- 
ing, but worse is the deader dry sand tbey leave me on, 
if tiey go before bed-time. Come never, I would say to 
these spoilers of my dinner ; but if you come, never go 1 
The fact is, this interruption does not happen very often ; 
but every time it comes by surprise, that present bane of 
my life, orange wine, with all its dreary stifling eonse- 
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quences, follows. Evening company I should tiv&jt 
Uke had I any mornings, but I am saturated with human 
faces (divine forsooth !) aud voices all the golden morning; 
and five evenings in a week would be as much as I should 
covet to be in company ; but I assure you that is a won- 
derful week in which I can get two, or one to myself. 
I am never 0. L., but always C, L. and Co. He who 
thought it uot good for man to be alone, preserve me 
from the more prodigious monatroaity of being never by 
myself 1 I forget bed-time, but even there these sociable 
frogs clamber up to annoy me. Once a week, generally 
some singular evening that, being alone, I go to bed at 
the hoiu- 1 ought always to be a-bed ; just close to my 
bedroom window is the club-room of a public-house, 
where a set of singers, I take them to be chorus-singers 
of the two theatres (it must be both of t/i^m), begin their 
orgies. They are a set of fellows (as I conceive) who, 
being limited by their talents to the burthen of the song 
at the play-houses, in revenge have got the common 
popular airs by Bishop, or some cheap composer, arranged 
for cboruBes ; that is, to be sung all in chorus. At least 
I never can catch any of the text of the plain song, 
nothing but the Babylonish choral howl at the tail on't. 
"That fiiry being quenched" — the howl, I mean — a 
burden succeeds of shouts and clapping, and knocking of 
the table. At length overtasked nature drops under it, 
and escapes for a few hours into the society of the sweet 
silent creatures of dreams, which go away with mocks 
and mows at cockcrow. And then I think of the words 
Christabel's father used (bless me, I have dipt in the 
wrong ink I) to say every morning by way of variety 
when he awoke : 

" Every kuell, the Baron saith, 
Wakes ug up to a world of death " — 
or something like it. All I mean by this senseless inter- 
rapted tale, is, that by my central situation 1 am a little 
over-companied. Not that I have any animosity gainst 
the good creatures that are so anxious to drive away the 
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harpy Eolitude firom me. I like 'tm, and cards, and a 
cheerful gLisa ; but I mean merely to give you an idea, 
between office confinement and after-ollice society, how 
little time I can call my own. I mean only to draw a 
picture, not to make an inference. I would not that I 
know of have it otherwiae. I only wish sometimes I 
could exchange some of my faces and voices for the faces 
and voices which a late visitation brought most welcome, 
and carried away, leaving regret, but more pleasure, even 
a kind of gratitude, at being so often favoured with that 
kind northern visitatioa My London faces and Doisea 
don't hear m& — ^1 mean no disrespect, or I should explain 
myself, that instead of their return 220 times a year, and 
the return of W. W., etc., seven times in 104 weeks, 
some more equal distribution might be found. I have 
scarce room to put in Mary's kind love, and my poor 
name, C. Lau& 

W. H. goes on lecturing against W. W, and making 
copious UBC of quotations from Baid W, W. to give a test 
to eaid lectures. S. T, 0. ia lecturing with success. I 
have not heard either him or H., but I dined with S. T, 0. 
at Gillman's a Sunday or two since, and he was well and 
in good Bpirite. I mean to hear some of the course ; hut 
lectures are not much to my taste, whatever the lecturer 
may be. If read, they are diemal flat, and you can't 
think why you are brought together to hear a man read 
bis works, which you could read so much better at leisure 
yourself. If delivered extempore, I am always in pain 
lest the gift of utterance should suddenly fail the orator 
in the middle, as it did me at the dinner given in honour 
of me at the London tavern. "Gentlemen," said I, and 
there I stopped ; the rest my feelings were under the 
necessity of supplying. Mrs. Wordsworth viiU go on, 
kindly haunting us with visions of seeing the lakes once 
more, which never can be realised. Between us there is 
a great gulf, not of inexplicable moral antipathies and 
distances, I hope, as there seemed to be between me and 
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that gentleman concerned in the Stamp Office, that I so 
straugelf recoiled from at Ha;doa'a. I think I had an 
instinct that he was the head of an office. I hate all 
such people— accountants' deputy accountants. The dear 
abstract notion of the East India Company, as long as 
she is unseen, is pretty, rather poetical ; hut as she 
makes herself manifest by the persons of such beasts, I 
loathe and detest her as the scarlet what^o-you-call-her 
of Babylon. I thought, after abridging us of all our 
red-letter days, they had done their worst j but I was 
deceived in the length to which heads of ofhces, those 
true liberty-haters, can go. They are the tyrants ; not 
Ferdinand, nor Nero. By a decree passed this week, 
they have abridged us of the immemorially- observed 
custom of going at one o'clock of a Saturday, the little 
efaadow of a holiday left us. Dear W, W., be thankful 
fbilibeity. 

To Messbs. OLLIER. 
LSTTBE CLXX.] JwM 18, 1818. 

Dear Sir (whichever iq>ens it) — I am going off to 
Birmingh'*. I find my books, whatever faculty of selling 
they may have (I wish they had more for {*^} sake), 
are admirabl]' adapted for giving away. You have becni 
boimteous. Six more, and I shall have satisfied all just 
claims. Am I taking too great a hberty in begging you 
to send 4 as follows, and reserve 3 for me when I come 
home 1 That will make 31, Thirty-one times 12 is 372 
shOlings— eighteen pounds twelve shillings ! ! ! But here 
are my friends, to whom, if you could transmit them, as 
I ehall be away a month, you will greatly 
ObUge the obliged, 

0. Laub. 

Ur. Ayrton, James Street, Buckingham Gate ; 
Mr. Alsager, Suffolk Street East, Soutiwark, hy 
Horsemonger Lane ; 
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And in one parcel, 
directed to R. Southey, Esq., Keswick, Cumberland; 

One for R. S. ; 

And one for W", Wordsworth, Eaq. 

If yoii will be kind enough simply to write " From the 
Author " in all 4, you will BtiU further, eta 

Either Longman or Murray is in the frequent habit of 
sending books to Southey, and will take churge of the 
parcel It will be as well to write in at the b^;inuing 

"R. Southey, Esq. From the Author." 
"W. Wordsworth, Esq. From the Anthor." 
Then, if I can find the remaining 2 left for me at 
Russell S' when I return, rather than encroach any more 
on the heap, I wiU engage to make no more new ihenda 
ad ii^mUum, jouraelvea being the last. 

Touis truly, 0. L. 

I think Southey wiU gjre ns a lift in that damn'd 
Quarterly. I meditate an attack upon that Gobbler 
GifTord, which shall appear immediately alter any favour- 
able meutioD which S. may make in the Quarterly. It 
can't, in decent efraiitude, appear htfore. 



To ROBERT SOUTHEY. 
LnrxB CLXXL] Jtrmday, October 20, 1S18. 

Dear Southey — I am pleased with your fHendly 
remembrances of my little things. I do not know 
whether I have done a silly thing or a wise one, but 
it is of uo great consequence. I run no risk, and 
care for no censures. My bread and cheese is stable 
as the foimdations of Leadenhall Street, and if it hold 
out as long as the " foundations of our Empire in the 
East," I shtdl do pretty well You and W. W. should 
have had your presentation copies more ceremonkrasly 
HDt, but I had no copies when I was leaving town 
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for my holidays, and rather than delay, commisdoned 
my boflkseller to send them thus nakedly. By not hear- 
ing from W, W. or you, I began to be afraid Murray 
had not sent them. I do not see S. T. C. so often as I 
»uld wish. He never comes to me ; and though his 
oost and hoBteaa are very friendly, it puts me out of my 
way to go see one pereon at another person's house. It 
was the same when he resided at Morgan's. Not but 
they also were more than civil ; but, after all, ore feels 
60 welcome at one's own house. Have you seen poor 
Miss Betham's "Vignettes"! Some of them, the second 
particularly, "To Lucy," are sweet and good as herself, 
while she was herself. She is in some measure abroad 
agtuu. I am betUr than I deserve to be. The hot 
weather has been such a treat I Mary joins in this little 
comer in kindest remembrances to you all. C. L. 



To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERrDGE. 
Lbttmi CLSXII.] Decemier 2*, 1818. 

My dear Coleridge — I have been in a state of incessant 
hurry ever since the receipt of your ticket. It found me 
incapable of attending you, it being the night of Keuney'e 
new comedy, which has utterly failed. You know my 
.ocal aptitudes at such a time ; I have been a thorough 
rendezvous for all consultations. My head begins to 
clear up a little, but it has had bells in it. Thank you 
kindly for your ticket, though the mournful prognostic 
which accompanies it certainly renders its permanent pre- 
tensions leas marketable ; but I trust to hear many a 
coiuse yet. You excepted Christmas week, by which I 
understood next week; I thought Christmas week was 
that which Christmas Sunday ushered in. We are soiTf 
it never lies in your way to come to ub ; but, dear 
Mahomet, we will come to you. Will it be convenient 
to all the good people at Highgate, if we take a stage np, 
not next Sunday, but the following, viz., 3d January, 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



TO CHAHBSSS. 17 

1819t Shall we be too late to catch a skirt of the old 
out-goer 1 How the years crumble iirom under ua 1 We 
shall hope to Bee you before then; but, if oot, let us 
know if then will be conyenient Can we secure a coach 
home I 

BelicTc me erei youis, 0. Laxb. 

I hare but one holiday, which is Christmas Dajr itadf 
nakedly : no pretty garnish and fringes of St. John's Day, 
Holy Innocents, etc, that used to bestud it all aiound in 
the calendar. Improbe labor I I write six hours eveiy 
day in this candle-light fog-den at LeadenhaU. 



To JOHN CHAMBERS. 
Lbiteb CLXXIII.] 11818.] 

Dear C. — I steal a few minutes from a painful and 
laborious avocation,, aggravated by the absence of some 
that should assist me, to say how extremely happy we 
should be to see you return clean as the cripple out of 
the pool of Betbesda. That damn'd scorbutic — how came 
you by it 1 , . . You are now fairly a damaged bt ; as 
Venn would say, One Scratched. You might play Scrub 
in the BeoAi^ Stratagem. The best post your fHends 
could promote you to would be a Bcrobbing post " Aye, 
there's the rub." I generally get tired after the third 
rubber. But you, I suppose, tire twice the number 
every day. First, there's your mother, she begins after 
breakfast ; then your little sister takes it up about 
Nuncheon time, till her bones crack, and some kind 
neighbor comes in to lend a hand, scrub, scmb, scrub, 
and nothing will get the intolerable itch (for I am per- 
suaded it is the itch) out of your penance-doing bones. 
A cursed thing just at this time, when everybody wants 
to get out of town as weU as yourself. Of course, I 
don't mean to reproach you. You can't help it, the 
whoreson tingling in your blood. I dare say you would 
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if you could. But don't you think jou could do a little 

work, if you came 1 aa much ae D docB before 12 

o'clock. Hang him, there he site at that cursed Times — 
aod latterly he lias had the Berkshire Chronicle sent him 
every Tuesday aud Friday to get at the County news. 
Why, that letter which you favored him with, appears 
to me to t>e very well and clearly written. The man 
that wrote that might make out warrants, or write 
Committees. There was aa much in quantity written as 
would have filled four volumes of the Indigo appendix ; 
and when we are so busy as we are, every little helps. 
But I throw out these observations merely as innuendos. 
By the way there's a Doctor Lamert in Leadenhall Street, 
who sella a mixture to purify the blood. No. 114 
Leadenhall Street, near the market. But it is necessary 
that his Patients should be on the spot, that he may see 
them every day. There's a sale of Indigo advertised for 
July, forty thousand lots— 10,000 chests only, but they 
•' sell them in quarter chests which makes 40,000. By 
the bye a droll accident happened here on Thiu^ay, 
Wadd and Plumley got quarrelling about a kneebuckle 
of Hyde's which the latter affirmed not to be standard; 
Wadd was nettled at this, and said something reftecting 
on tradesmen and Ehopkeepers, and Plumley struck him. 
. . , Friend is married; he has married a Roman Catholic, 
which has offended his fiimily, but they have come to an 
Eigreement, that the boys (if they have children) shall be 
bred up in the father's religion, and the girls in the 
mother's, which I think equitable enough. ... I am 
determined my children shall be brought up in their 
father's religion, if they can find out what it is. Bye is 
about publishing a volume of poems which he means to 
dedicate to Matthie. Methinks he might have found a 
better Mecienas. They are chiefly amatory, others of 
them stupid, the gieater part very far below mediocrity; 
but they discover much tender feeling; they are most 
like Petrarch of any foreign Poet, or what we might 
have supposed Petrarch would have written if Petrarch 
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devil, IB the quarter come again 1 " It anDOjH Dodwell 
amazingly ; he sometimes has to sign ^ or Eeven times 
while he is reading the Newspaper — 
[Unjmisked.'] 



To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
Lettbr CLXXIV.] Jfoy 1818. 

Dear Wordsworth — I received a copy of " Peter B«U " 
a week ago, and I hope the author will not be offended 
if I say I do not much relish it. Tlie humour, if it is 
meant for humour, is forced; and then the price! — sis- 
pence would have been dear for it. Mind, 1 do not mean 
yoiir " Peter Bell," but a " Peter Bell " which preceded 
it about a week, and is in every bookseller's shop window 
in London, the type and paper nothing differing from the 
true one, the preface Bigned W. W.,aDd the supplementary 
preface quoting as the author's words aa extract from 
the supplementary preface to the "Lyrical Ballads." la 
there no law against these rascals 1 I would have this 
Lambert Simnel wbipt at the cart's tail. Then there ia 
Rogers ! He has been re-writing your Poem of the Strid, 
and publishing it at the end of his " Human Life." Tie 
him up to the cart, hangman, while yon are about it 
Who started the apmioiis "P. B," I have not heard. 
I should guess, one of the sneeriug brothers, the vile 
Smiths ; but I have heard no name mentioned. " Peter 
Bell " (not the mock one) is excellent ; for its matter, I 
mean. I cannot say that the style of it quite satisfies 
me. It is too lyrical. The auditors to whom it is feigned 
to be told, do not arride me. I would rather it bad 
been told me, the reader, at once. " Heartleap Well " is 
the tale for me ; in matter as good as this ; in manner 
infinitely before it, in my poor judgment Why did you 
not add " The Waggoner "1 — Have I thanketl you though, 
yet, for "Peter Bell"! I would not not have it for a 
pood deal f£ money. is very foolish to scribble 
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about books. Neither his tongue nor fingeTB are veiy 
retentive. But I shall not aay anything to him about it 
He would only begin B very long story, with a very long 
&ce ; and I see him far too seldom to teaze him with 
affiurs of business or conscience when I do see him. He 
never comes near our house ; and when we go to see him 
he ia generally writing, or thinking. He is writing in 
his study till the dinner comes, and that is scarce over 
before the stage summons us away. The mock "P. B." 
had only this effect on me, that after twice reading it 
over in hopes to find something diverting in it, I reached 
yotv two books off the shelf, and set into a steady reading 
of them, till I had nearly finished both before I went to 
bed : the two of your List edition, of course, 1 mean : 
and in the morning I awoke determining to take down 
the Excur»i<m. I wish the scoundrel imitator could 
know this. Bnt why waste a wish on him 1 I do not 
believe that paddling about with a stick in a pond, and 
fishing up a dead author, whom hit intolerable wronga 
had driven to that deed of desperation, would tum the 
heart of one of these obtuse literary Bells. There is no 
Cock for such Peters;. — damn 'em I I am glad this 
aspiration came upon the red ink line. It ia more of a 
bloody curse. I have delivered over your other presents 
to Alsager and G. D. A., I am sure, will value it, and 
be proud of the hand from which it came. To G. D. a 
poem ia a poem. His own as good as anybody's, and 
(God bless him !) anybody's as good as his own ; for I 
do not think be bas the most distant guess of the possi- 
bility of one poem being better than another. The gods, 
by denying him the very faculty itself of discrimination, 
have effectually cut off every seed of envy in fais bosom. 
But with envy, they excited curiosity also ; and if yon 
wish the copy again, which you destined for him, I think 
I shall be aUe to find it again for you, on his third shelf, 
where he stuffs his presentation copies, uncut, in shape 
and matter reaemhling a lump of dry dust; but on care- 
fully removing that stratum, a thing like a pamphlet will 
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emerge. I have tried this with fifty difierent poetical 
works that have been given G. D. in return for as many 
of his own [WrformanceB ; and I confess I never had any 
Bcniple in taking mp otim again, wherever I found it, 
shaking the adherences off; and by this means one copy 
of "my works" served for G. t>., and, with a little 

dusting, was made over to niy good friend Dr. G , 

wlio little thought whose leavings he was taking when 
be made that graceful bow. By the way, the Doctor is 
the only one of my acquaintance who tx>WB gracefully; 
my town acquaintance, I mean. How do you like my 
way of writing with two inks t I think it is pretty and 
motley. Suppose Mrs. W. adopts it, the next time she 
holds the pen for you. My dinner waite. I have no 
time to indulge any longer in these laboriotu curiosities. 
God bless you, and cause to thrive and burgeon whatsoever 
yon write, and fear no inks of miserable poetasters. 

Yours truly, ' Chaelbs Laub. 

Haxfe bre, 



To THOMAS MANNING. 
LBPrBS CLSXV.] Jfaj^ 28, 1819. 

My dear M. — I want to know how your brother is, 
if you have heard lately. I want to know about you. I 
wish you were nearer. How are my cousins, the Gladmana 
of Wheathametead, and former Bruton 1 Mrs. Brutou is 
a glorious woman. 

" Hul, Mackery End " — 
This is a fragment of a blank verse poem which I once 
meditated, but got no further. The E. I. H. has been 
thrown into a quandary by the strange phenomenon of 
poor Tommy Bye, whom I have known man and mad-mam 
twenty-seven years, he being elder here than myself by 
nine years and more. He was always a pleasant, gossip- 
ing half-headed, muzzy, dozing, dreaming, walk-about, 
inoffensive chap ; a little too fond of the creature — (who 
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im't at times 1) ; but Tommr hail not brains to work off 
an oTer-night's surfeit by ten o'clock Dext morning ; and 
unfortunately, in be wandered the other morning drunk 
with last night, aud with a Euperftetation of drink taken 
in Bince he set out from bed. He came sta^ering under 
Mb double biulhen. like trees in Java, bearing at once 
bloesom, fruit, and falling fruit, as I have heard you or 
some other traveller tell, with his face literally as blue as 
the bluest firmament ; aome wretched calico, that he had 
mopped his poor oozy front with, had rendered up its 
native dye ; and the devil a bit wonld he couEent to wash 
it, but Bwore it was characteristic, for he was going to 
the Bale of indigo, and set up a laugh which I did not 
think the lungs of mortal maa were competent lo. It 
was like a thousand people laughing, or the Goblin Page. 
He imagined afterwards that the whole office had been 
laughing at him, ao strange did bis own sounds strike 
npon his monsensorium 1 Bat Tommy has laughed his 
last laugh, and awoke the next day to find himself reduced 
from an abused income of £600 per annum to one-sixth 
of the sum, after thirty-six years' tolerably gond service. 
The quality of mercy was not Btrained in his behalf : tlie 
gentle dews dropt not on him from heaven. It just 
came across me tliat I was writing to Canton. Will 
you drop in to-morrow night I Fanny Kelly is coming, 
if she does not cheat us. Mrs. G<dd is well, but 
proves " uncoined," as the lovers about Wheathamatead 
would say. 

I have not had such a quiet half hour to sit down to 
a quiet letter for many yeare. I have not been inter- 
rupted above four times. I wrote a letter the other day, 
in ^temate lines, black ink and red, and yon cannot 
think how it chilled the flow of ideas. Nest Monday is 
Whit-Monday. What a reflection ! Twelve years ago, 
and I should have kept that and the following holidays 
in the fields a-Mnying. All of those pretty pastor^ 
delights are over. This dead, everlasting dead desk, — 
how it weighs the spirit of a gentleman down ! This 
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dead wood of the desk, instead of your living trees 1 
But then again, I hate the Joskins, a name for Hertford- 
thire bumpkin*. Each state of life has its inconvenience ; 
but then again, miae has more than ooe. Not that I 
repine, or grudge, or murmur at m; destiny. I have 
meat and drink, and decent apparel; I shall, at least, 
when I get a new hat 

A red-haired man has just interrupted me. He haa 
broke the current of m; thoughts. I haven't a word 
to add. I don't know why I send this letter, but I have 
had a hankering to hear about jou some days. Perhaps 
it will go off before your reply comea. If it don't, I 
assure you no letter waa ever weloomer from you, from 
Paris 01 Macao. 0. Lamb. 



To WILUAM WORDSWORTH. 

LmTBB CLXXTL] June 7, 1819. 

My dear Wordsworth — You cannot imagine how proud 
■we are here of the dedication. We read it twice for 
once that we do the poem. I mean all through ; yet 
" Benjamin " is no common favourite ; there is a spirit of 
beautiful tolerance in it. It is as good aa it was in 1 806 ; 
and it will be as good in 1829, if our dim eyes shall be 
awake to peruse it. Methinks there is a kind of shadow- 
ing affinity between the subject of tbe narrative and the 
subject of the dedication ; but I will not enter into 
personal themes ; else, substituting ****** 
for Ben, and the Honourable United Company of Mer- 
chants trading to the East Indies, for the master of the 
misused team, it might seem, by no lar<fetched analggy, 
to point its dim waruings hitherward ; but I reject the 
omen, especially as its import seems to have been diverted 
to another victim. 

I will never write another letter with altemato inks. 
Tou cannot imagine how it cramps the flow of the style. 
I can conceive Pindar (I do not mean to compare myself 
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poem. I am got into the third canto, aDd say that it 
raises my opiaion of him veiy much indeed. 'Tis broad, 
noble, poetical, with a masterly scanning of human 
actions, absolutely above common readers. What a 
manly (implied) interpret:! t ion of (had) party-actions, as 
trampling the Bible, etc. !" and so he goes on. 

I do not know which I like best, — tlie prologue (the 
latter part especially) to " P. Bell," or the epilogue to 
" Beiyamin." Yes, I tell stories ; I do know I like the 
last best ; and the " Waggoner " altogether is a pleasanter 
remembrance to me than the "Itinerant." If it were 
not, the page before the first page would and ought to 
make it so. The sonnets are not all new to me j of those 
which are new, tlie ninth I like best. Thank you for 
that to Walton. I take it as a favour done to me, that, 
being so old a darting of mine, you should bear testimony 

to his worth in a book containing a dedtc : I cannot 

write the vain word at full length any longer. 

If, as you say, the "Waggoner," in some sort, came 
at my call, oh for a potent voice to call forth the 
" Eecluae " from his profound dormitory, where he sleeps 
forgetful of his foolish charge — the world ! 

Had I three inks, I would invoke him ! Talfourd 
has written a moat kind review of J. Woodvil, etc., in 
the Ckampiotu He is your most zealous admirer, in 
solitude and in crowds. H. Crabb Robinson gives me 
any dear prints that I happen to admire ; and I love him 
for it and for other things. Alsager shall have his copy ; 
but at present I have lent it for a day omly, not choosing 
to part with my own. Mary's love. How do you all 
do, amannensea both — marital and sororal ? 

0. Laub. 

To JOSEPH COTTLa 
Lbttbr CLXXYII.] 1S19. 

Dear Sir — It is so long since I have seen or heard 
from you, that I fear that you will consider a request I 
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have to make as impertinetit. Aboitt three years aiiic^ 
when I was one day in Bristol, I made an eSort to see 
you ; but you were from home. The request I hare to 
make is, that you would very much obUge me, if you 
have any small portrait of yourself by allowiDg me to 
have it copied, to accompany a seleotioii of " Likenesses of 
Living Banls" which a most particular Mend of mine is 
making. If you have no objections, and could oblige me 
by transmitting such portrait to me at No. 44 Russell 
Street, Covent Garden, I will answer for taking the 
great^t care of it, and returning it safely the instant the 
copier has done with it I hope you will pardon the 
liberty from an old friend and well-wiflher, 



LBTTxa CLXXVni.] [1819.] 

Dear Sir — My friend, whom you have obliged by the 
loan of your picture, has had it very exactly copied (and 
a very spirited drawing it is j bo every one thinb who 
has seen it). The copy is not much inferior, done l^ a 
daughter of Josephs, E.A. He purposes sending you 
back the original, which I must accompany with my 
warm thanks, both for that, and your better favour, the 
Messiah, which I assure you I have read through with 
great pleasure ; the verses have great sweetness, and a 
New Testament-plainness about them which affected me 
very mueh. . I could just wish that in page 63 you had 
omitted the lines 71 and 72, and had ended the period 
with — 

" rhe willowy broolc was there, bnt that sweet sonnd — 
When to be heard agftin on Earthly gronnd I " 
Two very sweet lines, and the sense perfect. 

And in page 104, line 68, — " I come ordained a world 
to save " — these words are hardly borne out by the story, 
and seem scarce accordant with the modesty with which 
onr Lord came to take his common portion among the 
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baptiBmal candidates. They also anticipate the beauty 
of John's recognition of the Messiah, and the subse- 
quent CDDfinnation irom the Toice and Dove. 

You will excuse the remarks of an old brother bard, 
whose career, though long since pretty well stopped, was 
coeval in its beginning with your own, and who is soiry 
his lot has been always to be bo distant from you. It is 
not like that 0. L. will see Bristol again ; but, if J. C. 
should ever visit London, he will be a most welcome visitor 
to C. L. My sister joios In cordial remembrances. . . . 

Dear sir, yours truly, Ghaklbs Laub. 



Lbttui CLXXIX] 

M7 dear Sir — I am qnit« ashamed of not having 
acknowledged yonr kind present earlier j but that on- 
known something, which was never yet discovered, though 
BO often speculated upon, which sttmds in the way of la^ 
folks answering letters, has presented its usual obstacle. 
It is not forgetfulnesa nor disrespect nor incivility, but 
terribly like all these bad things. 

I have been in my time a great epbtolary scribbler : 
bnt the passion, and with it the facility, at length wears 
out; and it must be pumped up again by the heav7 
machinery of duty or gratitude, when it should run free. 
I have read your "Fall of Cambria" with as mnch 
pleasure as I did your " Messiah." Your Cambrian Poem 
I shall be tempted te repeat oftenest, as human poems 
take me in a mood more frequently congenial than divine. 
The character of Llewellyn pleases me more than any- 
thing else, perhaps ; and then some of the lyrical pieces 
are fine varieties. 

It was quite a mistake that I could dislike anything 
you should write against Lord Byron ; for I have a 
thorough aveision to his character, and a very modeiata 
admiiatbn of hie genius : he is great in so little a way. 
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To be a Poet ie to be the Man, not a petty portion of 
occauoDal low passion worked up in a pennaDent form of 
humanity. Shakspeare has thrust such rubbishly feelings 
into a comer, — the <lark dusky heart of Don John, in the 
Mveh Ado about Noihing. The fact is, I have not seen 
your " Expostulatoiy Epistle " to him. I was not aware, 
till your question, that it was out. I shall inquire, and 
get it forthwith, 

Southey is in town, whom I have seen slightly; 
WordBwnrth expected, whom I hope to see much of. I 
write with accelerated motion ; for I have two or three 
bothering clerks and brokers about me, who always press 
in proportion as you seem t» be doing something that is 
not business. I could exclaim a little profanely ; but I 
think you do not like ewearing. 

I conclude, begging you to consider that I feel myself 
much obliged l^ your Idndnese ; and shall be most happy 
at any and at all times to hear &om you. 

Dear sir, yours truly, Chableb Lamb. 



To Miss WORDSWORTH. 
Lettbr CLXXX.] Novemher 2B, 1819. 

Dear Misa Wordsworth — You will think me negligent : 
but I wanted to see more of Willy before I ventured to 
express a prediction, TiU yesterday I had barely seen 
him — Virgilivm tantvm vidi — but yesterday be gave ub 
his small company to a bullock's heart, and I can pro- 
nounce him a lad of promise. He is no pedant, nor 
bookworm ; so far I can answer. Perhaps he has hitherto 
paid too little attention to other men's inventions, prefer- 
ring, like Lord Foppington, the "natural sprouts of his 
own," But he has observation, and seems thoroughly 
awake. I am ill at remembering other people's bon moU, 
but the following are a few : — Being taken over Waterloo 
Bridge, he remarked, that if we had no mountains, we 
had a fine river at least ; which was a tench of the com- 
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parative : but then he added, in a strain which augured 
lesB for his future abilities aa a political economist, that 
he supposed they must take at le:i£t a pound a week toll 
Like a curioua naturalist, he inquired if the tide did not 
come up a little saltj. This being satisfactorily answered, 
he put another question, as to the Auk and reflux ; which 
being rather cunningly evaded than artfully solved by 
that she- Aristotle, Mary,— who muttered something about 
its getting up an hour sooner and sooner evei; day, — he 
si^ly replied, "Theu it must come to the same thing at 
last;" which was a speech worthy of an infant Halleyl 
The lion iu the 'Change by no means came up to his 
ideal standard ; so impossibia is it fur N^ature, in any of 
her works, to come up to the standard of a child's 
imagination ! The whelpa (liouete) he was sony to find 
were dead ; and on particular inquity, his old friend the 
ouiang-outang had gone the way of oil flesh also. The 
grand tiger was aUo sick, and expected in no short time 
U) exchange this transitory world for another, or none. 
But again, there was a golden eagle {I do not mean that 
of Charing) which did much arride and console hiio. 
William's genius, I take it, leans a little to the figurative ; 
for, being at play at tricktrack (a. kind of minor billiard- 
table which we keep for smaller wights, and sometimes 
refresh our own mature fatigues with taking a hand at), 
not being able to hit a ball he had iterate aimed at, he 
cried out, " I cannot bit that beast 1" Now the balls 
are usually called men, but he felicitously bit upon a 
middle term ; a term of approximation and imaginative 
reconciliation; a something where the two ends of the 
brute matter (ivory), and their human and rather violent 
personification into men, might meet, aa I take it — illus- 
trative of that excellent remark, in a certain preface 
about imagination, explaining " Like a sea-beast that had 
crawled forth to sun himself!" Not that I accuse 
William Minor of hereditary plagiary, or conceive the 
image to have come ex traduce. Bather he seemeth to 
keep aloof from any BOur% of imitation, and purposely to 
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renuun ignorant of what mightj poete have done in this 
kind before him ; for, being asked if hia father had ever 
bMn on WestminBter Bridge, he answered that be did 
not know ! 

It is hard to discern the oak in the acorn, or a temple 
like St Paul's in the first stone which is laid ; nor can I 
quite piefigure what destination the genius of Wiliiam 
Minor hath to take. Some few hints I have set down, 
to guide my future observatiOBs. He hath the power of 
calculation, in no ordinary degree for a chit. He com- 
bineth figures, after the first b<%gle, rapidlj ; as in the 
tricktrack board, where the hits are figured. At first he 
did not perceive that 15 and 7 made 33 ; but bj a little 
ose he could combine 8 with 25, and 33 again with 16, 
which approacheth something in kind (far let me be from 
flattering him by saying in degree) to that of the fiimouB 
American boy. I am sometimes inclined to think I 
perceive the future satirist in him, for he hath a sub- 
sardonic smile which buisteth out upon occasion ; aa 
when he was asked if London were aa big as Ambleside ; 
and indeed no other answer was given, or proper to be 
given, to so ensnaring and provoking a question. la 
the contour of the skull, certainly I discern something 
paternal. But whether in all respects the future man 
shall transceud his father's fame, Time, the trier of 
Geniuses, must decide. Be it pronounced peremptorily 
at present, that Willy is a well-mannered child, and 
though no great student, bath yet a lively eye for things 
that lie before him. 

Given in baste from my desk at LeadenhalL 
Yours, and yonrs most sincerely, 0. Lui& 



To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLEEmOE. 

Lktteb CLXXXL] January 10, 182(h 

Dear Coleridge— A letter written in the blood of jour 
poor friend would indeed be of a nature te startle you ; 
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but thiB JH nought but harmless red ink, or, as the witty 
mercantile pliniae bath it, clerk's blood. Hang 'em ! 
my brain, skLu, flesh, bone, carcase, soul, time is all 
theirs. The Eoyal Exchange, Greaham'a Folly, hath me 
body and spirit. I admire some of Lloyd's liaes on you, 
and I admiie your postponing reading them. He ia a 
sad tattler; but this is Tinder the rose. Twenty years 
ago he eatrauged one friend from me quite, whom I have 
been regretting, but never could regain since. He almost 
alienated you also from me, or me from you, I don't know 
which i but that breach is closed. Tlie "dreary sea" is 
filled up. He has lately been at work "telling again," 
as they call it, a most gratuitouB piece of mischief, and 
has cansed a coolness betwixt me and {not a friend 
exactly, but) an intimate acquaintance. I suspect also 
he saps Manning's faith in me, who am to Manning more 
than an acquaintance. Still I like his writing verses 
about you. Wilt your kind host and i)ostesa give va a 
dinner nest Sunday ; and, better stilt, not expect w* if 
the weather is very bad) Why you should refuse twenty 
guineas per sheet for Blackwood's, or any other m^arine, 
passes my poor comprehension. But, as Strap says, 
"you know best." I have no quarrel with you about 
piteprandia! avocations; bo don't imagine one. That 
Manchester sonnet I think very hkety is Capel Lofft'a. 
Another sonnet appeared with tlie same initials in the 
same paper, which turned out to he Procter's. What do 
the rascals meani Am I to have the fathering of what 
idle rhymes every beggarly poetaster pours forth ! Who 
put your marine sonnet " about Browne " into Blacheoodt 
I did not. So no more, till we meet 

Ever yours, 0. L. 

To THOMAS ALLSOP. 
Lbtter CLXXXir.] Uarch 80, ISSl, 

My dear Sir — If you can come next Sunday we shall 
be equally glad to see you, but do not trust to any of 
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Martin's appoiDtmeutB, except on busiuesa, in future. 
He is notorioustj faithteee in tiiat point, and ve did 
wrong not to have warned you. L^ of Lainb, as before, 
liot at 4. And the heart of Lamb ever. 

Yonre truly, 0. L. 



To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 
Letter CLXXXIII.] tlay 1, 1821. 

Dr. C. — I will not fiul you on Friday by ax, and 
Mary, perhaps, earlier. I very much wish to meet 
Master Matbew, and am very much obliged to the 
Gillmans for the opportunity. Our kind respects to them 
always, Elu. 

To Mb. GILLMAK. 
LrfTEa CLXXXIV.] Wednesday, May S, '21. 

Dear Sir-— You dine so late on Friday, it will be 
impossible for ub to go home by the eight o'clock stage. 
Will you oblige me by secnring ub beds in some house 
from which a stage goes to the Bank in the momingi I 
would write to Coleridge, but cannot think of troubling 
a dying man with such a request. 

Yours truly, 0. Laub. 

If the beds in the town are all engaged, in consequence 
of Mr. Mathews's appearance, a hackney coach will serve. 
We shall neither of us come much before the time 



To JOHN PAYNE COLLIER. 

[Kingsland Eoa, I)alalan\ 
Lbtteb CLXXXT.] May 16, 1821. 

Dear J. P. C. — Many thanks fur the "Decameron :" 
I have not such a gentleman's book in my collection : it 
was a great treat to me, and I got it just as I waA 

TOL. II. D 
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wanting Bomething of the sort I take less pleasure in 
books than heretofore, but I like hooks about books. 
In the second volume, in particular, are treasures — 
your discoveries about " Twelfth Wight," etc. What a 
Shakspearian essence that speech of Osradea for food ! — 
Shakspeare is coarse to it^beginnlng " Forbear and eat 
DO more." Osrades warms up to that, but does not set 
out ruffian -swaggerer. The character of the Ass with 
those three Hues, worthy to be set in gilt vellum, and 
■worn in frontlets by the noble beasts for ever-— 

" Thou wonid, perbspe, he shoald became tliy foe. 
And to that end dost beat him many times : 
He cares not for himself, mnch less tby blov." 

Cervantes, Sterne, and Coleridge, have said positively 
nothing for asses compared with this. 

I write in haste ; but p. 2i, voL i., the line you 
canuot appropriate is Gray's sonnet, epecimenifyed by 
Wordsworth in first preface to L. B., as mixed of bad 
and good style : p. 143, 2nd vol., you will find last poem 
but one of the collection on Sidney's death in Spenser, 
the line, 

' ' Scipio, Ciesar, Petrarch of onr time." 

This fixes it to be Raleigli's : I bad giieas'd it to be 
Daniel's, The last after it, " Silence augmenteth rage," 
1 will be crucified if it be not Lord Brooke's. Hang you, 
and all meddhng researchers, hereafter, that by raking into 
learned dust may find me out wrong in my coi^ecture ! 

Dear J. P. C., I shiill take the first opportunity of 
personally thanking you for my entertainment. We are 
at Dalston for the most part, but I fully hope for an 
evening soon with you in Russell or Bouverie Street, to 
talk over M times and books. Bemember vs kindly to 
Mrs. J. P. C. 

Tours very kindly, Charles Laub. 

I write in misery. 

2f.B. — The best pen I could borrow at our butcher's : 
the ink, I verily believe, came out of the kennel. 
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Letter CLXXXTI.] July 30, 1821. 

Dear Sir — You will do me injuatice if you do not 

convey to the writer of the beautiful lines, whioh I now 
return you, my sense of the extreme kindness which dic- 
tated them. Poor Elia (call him EUia) does not pretend 
to so very clear revelations of a future state of being as 
Olen seems gifted with. He Btuinhlea about dark 
mountains at best; but he knows at least how to bo 
thankful for this life, and is too tfaankful indeed for certain 
rebtiousbipB lent bim here, not to tremble for a possible 
resumption of the gift. He is too apt to express himself 
lightly, and cannot be sorry for the present occasion, as 
as it has called forth a reproof so Chriatian-like. Hia 
ammut at least (whatever become of it in the female 
tfliminatioD) bath always been cum ChrUtiani*. 

Pray make my gratefullest respecta to the Poet (do I 

flatter myself when I hope it may be M y 1) and say 

how happy I should feel myself in an acquaintance with 
him. I will Just mention tliat in the middle of the 
second column, where I have affixed a cross, the line 

" One In a ekaleton's ribb'd hollow cooped," 
is undoubtedly wiong. Should it not be— 

' A Bleletoc'i rib or riba I " 
or, 

*' In a skeleton ribb'd, bollow-coop'd t" 

I perfectly remember the plate in Quarles. In the first 
page esoteric is pronounced esdteric It should be (if 
that is the word) esoteric. The false accent may be 
corrected by omitting the word old. Pray, for certain 
reasons, give mo to the 18th at furiheit extrtmiiy for 
my next. 

Poor Elia, the real (for I am but a counterfeit), ia 
dead. The fact is, a person of that name, an Italian, was 
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a fellow-clerk of mine at the South Sea House, thirty 
(not forty) years ago, when the characters I des<:ribed 
there existed, but l)ad left it like myself many years ; 
and I having a brother now there, and doubtiDg huw be 
might relish certain deecriptiotiB in it, I dapt down the 
name of Elia to it, which paased off pretty well, for Elia 
hiraaelf added the function of an author to that of a 
scriverief, like myself. 

I went the other day (not haviug Been him for a year) 
to laugh over with him at my usurpation of his name, 
and found bim, alas ! no more than a name, for he died 
of consumption eleven months ago, and I knew not of it. 

So the name has fairly devolved to me, I think ; and 
'tis all he has lefli me. 

Dear m, yours truly, 0. Laub. 



To 0. COWDEN CLAEKE. 
LBriTBB CLXXXVIL] [1821.] 

My dear Sir— Tour letter has lain in a drawer of 
my desk, upbraiding me eveiy time I open the s^d 
drawer, but it is almost impossible to answer such a 
letter in such a place, and I am out of the habit of reply- 
ing to epistles otherwhere than at office. You express 
yourself concerning Hunt like a true friend, and have 
made me feel that I have somehow neglected him, but 
without knowing very well how to rectify it. I live so 
remote from him — by Hackney — that he is almost out 
of the pale of visitation at Hampstead. And I come 
but seldom to Covt. Gardn. this summer, time, and when 
I do, am sure to pay for the late hours and pleasant 
Novello suppers which I incur. I also am an invalid. 
But I will hit upon some way, that you shall not have 
cause for your reproof in future. But do not think I 
take the hint unkindly. When I shall be brought lor 
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by any sickness or untoward circiunstaitce, write just 

such a letter to some tardy friend of mine— or come up 
yourself with your friendly Henshaw feee — and that will 
be better. I shall not forget in haste our casual day at 
Margate. May we have many such there or el-'cwhere ! 
God bless you for your kinduess to H., which I will 
remember. But do not show Novello this, for the flout- 
ing infidel doth mock when Christians cry God bless us. 
Yours and kit, too, and all our little circle's most affect*. 
0. Lauk 
Mary's love included. 



To SAMUEL TAYLOR OOLBEIDGE. 

Lbttbe CLXXXVIII.] March 9, 1882. 

Dear Coleridge — It gives me great satisfaction to 
hear that the pig turned out so well : they are interesting 
creatures at a certain age. What a pity such huda should 
blow out into the maturity of rank bacon ! You had all 
some of the crackling and brain sauce. Did you remem- 
ber to rub it with butter, and gently dredge it a little, 
just before the crisis? Did the eyes come away kindly 
with no (Edipean avulsion) Was the crackling the 
colour of the ripe pomegranate t Had you no complement 
of boiled neck of mutton before it, to blunt the edge of 
delicate desire 1 Did you flesh maiden teeth in it J Not 
that / sent the pig, or can form the remotest guess what 
part Owen could play in the buaioess. I never knew him 
give anything away in my life. He would not begin 
with strangers. I suspect the pig, al'ter all, was meant 
fiir me ; , but at the unlucky juncture of time being absent, 
the present somehow went round to Highgate. To confess 
an honest truth, a pig is one of those things which I 
could never tliiuk of sending away. Teal, widgeon, 
snipes, harii-door fowls, ducks, geese— your tame villatic 
things — -Welsh mutton, collars of brawn, sturgeon, fresh 



Do,i,.cd by Google 



38 LSTTERS OF CHARLES LAMK 

01 pickled, your potted char, Swiss cheeses, French pies, 
early grapes, muscadineg, I impart as freely unto my 
friends as to myself. They are but self-extended ; but 
pardon me if I stop somewhere. Where the fine feeling 
of benevolence giveth a higher smack than the sensual 
rarity, there my friends (or any good man) may command 
me i but pigs are pigs, and I myself therein am nearest 
to myself. Nay, I should think it an affront, an under- 
raluing done to Nature who bestowed such a boon upon 
me, if in a churlish mood I parted with the precious gift. 
One of the bitterest pangs of remorse I ever felt was when 
a cliild — when my kind old aunt had strained her pocket- 
strings to bestow a sixpenny whole plum-cake upon me. 
In my way home through the Borough I met a Tenerahle 
old man, not a mendicant, but thereabouts ; a look-beggar, 
not a verbal petitioniat; and in the coxcombry of taught 
charity I gave away the cake to him. I walked on a 
little in all the pride of an Evangelical peacock, when of 
a Euddeu my old aunt's kindness crossed me ; the sum it 
was to her ; the pleasure she bad a right to expect that 
I— not the old impostor— should take in eating her cake ; 
the ingratitude by which, under the colour of a Christian 
virtue, I had frustrated her cherished purpose. I sobbed, 
wept, and took it to heart so grievously, that I think t 
never suffered the like ; and I was right. It was a piece 
of unfeeling hypocrisy, and it proved a lesson to me ever 
after. The cake has long been masticated, consigned to 
the dunghill with the ashes of that unseasonable pauper. 

But when Providence, who is better to us all than our 
auuts, gives me a pig, remembering my temptation and 
my fall, I shall endeavour to act towards it more in the 
spirit of the douor's purpose. 

Yours (short of pig) to command in everything. 

C.L. 
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my neck is* not auMued to the yoke. You don't know 
bow wearisome it m to breathe the air of four pent walls 
without relief, day after day, all the golden hours of the 
day between ten and four, without ease or interposition. 
Tixdet wu harum qwytidianarum formarum, these pesti- 
lential clerk-faces always in one's dish. Oh for a few years 
between the grave and the desk J — they are the same, 
save tht^t at the latter you are the outside machine. The 

foul enchanter {" letters four do form his name " — 

Busirane is his name in hell), that has curtailed you of 
some domestic comforts, hath laid a heavier hand on me, 
not in present infliction, but in taking away the hope of 
enfranchisement. I dare not whisper to myself a pension 
on this side of absolute incapacitation and infirmity, till 
years have sucked nie dry ; — Otiurn cum indignitate. I 
had thought in a green old age (Oh green thought !) to 
have retired to Pender's End (emblematic name, how 
beautiful !), in the Ware Road, there to have made up my 
accounts with Heaven and the company, toddling about 
between it and Oheshunt ; anon stretching, on some 
fine Izaak Walton morning, to Hoddearton or Amwell, 
careless as a beggar; but walking, walking ever till I 
fairly walked myself off my legs, dying walking ! The 
hope is gone. I sit like Philomel all day (but not sing- 
ing), with my breast against this thorn of a desk, with 
the only hope that some pulmonary affliction may relieve 
me. Vide Lord Palmerston's report of the clerks in the 
War Office (Debates in this morning's Timei), by which 
it appears, in twenty years as many clerks have been 
coughed and catarrbed out of it into their freer graves. 
Thank you for asking about the pictures. Milton hangs 
over my fire-aide in Oovent Garden (when I am there), 
the rest have been aohl for an old song, wanting the 
eloquent tongue that should have set them off! You 
have gratified me with liking my meeting with Dodd. 
For the Malvolio story — -the thing is become in verity a 
sad task, and I eke it out with anything. If I could 
Blip out of it I should be happy, but our chief-reputed 
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your choice collectiona I eeein to be native to them and 
free of the country. The quality of your observation haa 
astonished me. Wliat have most pleased me have l>een 
" Kecolleetionfl after a Ramble," and those " Grongar 
Hill" kind of pieces in eight syllable lines, my favourite 
measure, such as " Cooper Hill " and " Solitude." la 
some of your story-telling Ballads the provincial phrases 
sometimes startle me. I think you are too profuse with 
tbem. In poetry glan^ of every kind is to be avoided. 
There is a rustick Cockneyism, as little pleasing as ours 
of London. Transplant Arcadia to Helpstone. The 
true rustic style 1 think ia to be found iu Shenstone. 
Would bis " School mtBtresB," the prettiest of poems, 
have been better if he had used quite the Goody's own 
language i Now and then a home rusticiam is fresh and 
startling; but when nothing is gained in expression, it is 
out of tenor. It may make folks smile and stare ; but 
' the ungenial coalition of barbarous with refined phrases 
will prevent you in the end from being so generally tasted, 
as you desire to be. Ekcusc my freedom, and take the 
same liberty with my puns. 

I send you two little volumes of ray spare hours. 
They are of all sorts : there is a Methodist hymn for 
Sundays and a farce for Saturday night Pray give 
them a place on your slielf. Pray accept a little volume, 
of which I have a duplicate, that I may return in equal 
number to your welcome presents. I think I am 
indebted to you for a sonnet in the "London" for 
August 1 

Since I saw yoa I have been in France, and have 
eaten frogs. The nicest little rabbity things you ever 
tasted. Do look about for them. Make Mrs. Clare pick 
off the hind quarters, boil them plain, with parsley and 
butter. The fore quarters are not eo good. She may 
let them hop off by themselves. 

Yours sincerely, Cuia. Lamb. 
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iTidia Souse, 
Lbttkk CXCII.] September 11, 1822. 

Dear Sir — You have misapprehended me sadly, if you 
suppose tbat I meant to impute any inconsistency in your 
■writing poetry with your religious profession. I do not 
remember what I said, but it was spoken sportively, lam 
Bure — one of my levities, which you are not bo used to as 
my older friends. I probably was thinking of the light 
in which your bo indulging yourself would appear to 
Quakers, and put their objection in my own foolish 
mouth. I woidd eat my words (provided they should be 
written on not very coarse paper) rather than I would 
throw cold water upon your, and my once, hannless 
occupation. 

1 have read " Napoleon " and the rest with delight. 
1 like them for what they are, and for what they are 
not. I have sickened on the modem rhodomontade and 
Byronism, and your plain Quakerish beauty has captivated 
me. It is all wholesome cates ; ay, and toothsome too ; 
and withal Quakerish. If I were George Fox, and George 
Fox licenser of the press, they should have my absolute 
imprimatjir. I hope I have removed the impression. 

I am, like you, a prisoner to the desk. I have been 
chained to that galley thirty years, — a long shot. I have 
almost grown to the wood. If no imaginative i«et, I am 
sure I am a figurative one. Do "Friends" allow puna) 
verbal equivocations ? They are unjustly accused of it ; 
and I did my little best in the " Imperfect Sympathies " 
to vindicate them. I am very tired of clerking it, but 
liave no remedy. Did you see a Sonnet to this purpose 
in the Exanitwr I — 

" Whn first invented woik, dnd bonnci the free 
And holy-day rejowing bpirit down 
To the ever-haunting ini]»rtHnity 
Of bngine:^*, in the green fields anil tbe town, 
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To ploogli, loom, anvil, apade ; and ob, moat sad, 
To that dry dmdgery at tlie desk's dead wood ) 
Wbo but the being nnblest, alien from good, 
Sabbathless Satan I he whu his nnglad 
Task «ver plies, 'mid rotatory burnings, 
That round and round incalculably re«l ; 
For wrath Divine hath made hiui like a wheel 
In that red realm from which are no retumiogl ; 
Where, toiling and tiirmoiling, ever and aye, 
He and his thoughts keep pensive worky-day." 

I fancy the sentiment exprest above will be nearly 
your own. Tie espression of it probably would not bo 
well suit with a follower of John Woolman. But I do 
not know whether diabolism is a part of your creed, or 
where indeed to find an exposition of your creed at all. 
In feelings and matters not dogmatical, I hope I am half 
a Quaker. Believe me, with great respect, yours, 

C. Laub. 

I Bhall always be happy to see or hear firom ^a 



To Mrs. KENNEY. 
LiTTEB CXCIIL] London, SBpUrnier 11, 1822. 

Dear Mrs. K. — Mary got home safe on Friday night. 
She has suffered only a common fatigue, but as she is 
weaidy, begs me to thank you in both our names for all 
the trouble she has been to jou. She did not succeed in 
saving Robinson's fiae waistcoat. They could not com- 
prehend how a waistcoat, marked Henry Kobinson, could 
be a part of Miss Lamb's wearing apparel So tliey 
seized it for the king, who will probably appear in it at 
the next levee. Nest to yourself, our best thanks to H. 
Payne. I waa disappointed he came not with her. Tell 
Kenney the Cow has got out, by composition, paying so 
mnch iu the pound. The canary bird continues her 
sleep-persuading strains. Pray say to Ellen that I think 
the verses very pretty which she slipt into my pocket on 
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bare been the decisioD of Apiciiis. Paris is a glorious 
picturesque old city. London looks mean and new to it, 
as the town of Washington would, seen aft^r it. But 
they have no St. Paul's, or Westminster Abbey. The 
Seiue, so much deapiseil by Cockneys, is exactly the size 
to run through a magnificent street ; palaces a mile long 
on one side, lofty Edinbro' stone (0 the glorious antiques !) 
houses on the other. The Thames disunites London and 
Southwark. I litul Talma to supper with me. He bos 
picked up, as I believe, an authentic portrait of Shaks- 
peare. He paid a broker about X40 English for it. It 
is painted on tbe one half of a pair of bellows, — a lovely 
picture, correspondiDg with the folio head. The bellows 
has old carved vnnjjs round it, and round the visnomy is 
inscribed, as near aa I remember, not divided into rhyme 
— I found out the rhyme — 

" Whom have we here. 
Stuck on the bellowfi, 
But the Prince of good fellowi, 
Willr Slialtspeare I" 
At top — 

" base ami coward Inck 
To be here stuck 1" — FoiHB. 
At bottom — 

" Nay ! Tather a glarioun lot is to him asaign'd. 
Who, Ilka the Almighty, rides upon the icind." 

This is all in old cai-ved wooden letters. The counte- 
nance smiling, sweet, and intellectual beyond measure, 
even as he was immeasurable. It may be a forgery. 
They laugh at me and tell me Ireland is in Paris, and 
has been putting off a portrait of the Black Prince. How 
far old wood may be imitated I cannot say. Ireland was 
not found out by liifs parchments, but by his poetry. I 
am confident no painter on either aide the Channel coiiM 
have painted anything near like the face I saw. Again, 
would such a painter and forger have taken £40 for a 
thing, if authentic, worth £400U ) Talma is not in th« 
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secret, for he had Dot even found out the rbymp^ in the 
first inscription. He is coming over with it, and, mj 
life to Souther's Thalaba, it will gain uuiverBal faith. 

The letter is wanted, and I am wanted. Imagine the 
blank filled np with all kind things. 

Our joint hearty remembrancea to both of yon. 

Yours, as ever, 0. LajiB 



To BERNARD BARTON. 

East Itidia Soaat, 
Lettbb CXCV.] OdobtT 9, 1822. 

Dear 'Sir — I am ashamed not sooner to have acknow- 
ledged your letter and poem. I think the latter veiy 
temperate, very serious, and very seasonable. I do not 
think it will convert the club at Pisa, neither do I think 
it will satisfy the bigots on our aide the water. Some- 
thing like a parody on the song of Ariel would plesu 
them better : — 



I want time, or fancy, to fill up the rest. I sincerely 
sympathise with you on your doleful confinement. Of ■ 
time, health, and riches, the first in order is not last in 
excellence. Riches are chiefly good because they give ub 
Time. What a weight of wearisome prison hours liave I 
to look back and forward to, as quite cut out of life ! and 
the sting of the thing is, that for six hours every day I 
have no business which I could not contract into two, if 
they would let me work task-work. I shall be glad to 
hear that your grievance is mitigated. Shelley I saw 
once. His voice was the most obnoxious squeak I ever 
was tormented with, ten thousand times worse than the 
Laureate's, whose voice is the worst part about him, 
except his Laureateship. Lord Byron opensupon him on 
Monday in a parody (I suppose) of the Viiion of Jvdg- 
ment, in which latter the Poet I think did not much show 
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Am, To award his Heaven and hia Hell in the pre- 
Bumptuoua manner he has done, was a piece of immodest.v 
as had as Shelleyism. 

I am returning a poor letter. I was formerly a great 
scrihhler in that way, hut my hand ia out of order. If 
I said my head too, I should not he very much out, but 
I will tell no tales of myself ; I will therefore end (after 
my heat thanks, with a hope to see you again some time 
in London), he^ng you to accept this letteret for a 
letter — a leTerot makes a better present than a grown 
hare, and short troubles (as the old excuse goes) are best 

I bear that Lloyd is well, and has returned to his 
family. I think this will give you pleasure to hear, 

I remain, dear sir, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 



To E. R. HAYDON. 
LmTEB CXCVI,] India Eoaae, October 19, 1822. 

Dear Hayden — Poor Godwin has been turned out of 
his house and business in Skinner Street, and if he doea 
not pay two years' arrears of rent, he will have the whole 
stock, furniture, etc., of his new house (in the Strand) 
seized when term begins. We are trying to raise a sub- 
scription for him. My object in writing this ia simply 
to ask you, if this is a kind of case which would be likely 
to interest Mrs. Coutts in his behalf, and who, in your 
opinion, is the best person to speak with her on bis 
behalf. Without the aid of from £300 to .£400 by that 
time, early in November, he will he mined. You are 
the only person I can think of, of hia acquaintance, and 
can perhaps, if not yourself, recommend the person most 
likely to influence her. Shelley had engaged to clear 
him of all demands, and be has gone down to the deep 
insolvent. 

Yours truly, 0. Laub. 

Is Sir Walter to be applied to, and by what channel t 
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Lettxb CXCVII.] Tu^ay [Odober 29, 1S22]. 

Dear H. — I have written a very respectfiil letter to 
Sir W, S. Godwin did not write, because he leaves all 
to his Committee, aa I will explain to yoa If this 
raacally weather holds you will Bee but one of na on that 

Yours, with maiiy tbattks, Charles Lamb. 



To JOHN HOWABD PATKK. 
UtiTER CXCVIII.] Thuraday, Kovmhtr 1822. 

"Ali Pacha" will d& I sent my sister the firat 
night, not having been able to go myself, and her report 
of its effect was most farourabla I saw it last nigbt — 
the third night — and it was most eatisfaetorily receiTed. 
I have been sadly disappointed in Talfourd, who does the 
critiques in the " Times," and who promised hia Btreuuous 
services ; but by some damn'd arrangement he was sent 
to the wrong house, and a most iniquitous account of 
"Ali" substituted for his, which I am sure would have 
been a kind one. The "Morning Herald" did it ample 
juBtice, without appearing to puff it. It ia an abominable 
miBrepresentation of the "Times," that Farren played 
Ali like Lord Ogilby. He acted infirmity of body, but 
not of voice or purpose. His manner was even grand. 
A grand old gentleman. His falling to the eartli when 
bis Bon's death was announced was fine as anything I 
ever saw. It was aa if he had been blasted. Miss Foote 
looked lielpless and beautiful, and greatly helped the 
piece. It is going on steadily, I am sure, for many 
nights. Marry, I was a little disappointed with Hasaau, 
who tells us he subsists by cracking court jests before 
Hali ; but he made none. In all the rest, scenery and 
machinery, it was feultlesa. I hope it will bring you 
here. I should be most glid of Uiat. I have a room 
for you, and you shall order your own dimter three day^ 
VOL. u. E 
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in the week, I must retain my own authority for the 
rest. Afl f ar as magaziQea go, I can answer for Talfourd 
in the " New Montlily." He cannot be put out there. 
But it is estiiblished as a farourite, and can do without 
these expletives. I long to talk over with you the 
Shakspeare Picture. My doubts of its being a forgery 
mainly rest upon the goodness of the picture. The 
bellows might be trumped up, but where did the painter 
spring from ) Is Ireland a consummate artist — or auy of 
Ireland's accomplices! — but we shall confer upon it, I 
hope. The " New Times," I understand was favorable to 
" All," but I have not seen it I am sensible of the want 
of method in this letter, but I have been deprived of the 
connecting organ by a practice I have fallen into since I 
left Paris, of taking too much strong spirits of a night. 
I must return to the Hotel de I'Europe and Macon. 

How is Eeuneyl Have you seen my friend White) 
What is Poole about, etc. 1 Do not write, but come and 

The weather is channing, and there is a mermaid to 
be seen in Londou. You may not have the opportunity 
of inspecting such a Poigsarde once again in ten centuriea 

My sister joins me in the hope of seeing you. 

Yours truly, 0. Lahb. 



Lettbb CXCIX.] Wedjuiday, November 18, '22. 

Dear P.— Owing to the inconvenience of having two 
1 did not get your letter quite so soon as I 
The India House is my proper address, where 
1 am sure for the fore part of every day. The instant I 
got it, I addressed a letter, for Kemble to see, to my 
friend Henry Robertson, the Treasurer of Covent Garden 
Theatre. He had a conference with Kemble, and the 
result is, that Robertson, in the name of the management, 
recognised to me the full ratifying of your bargain : £250 
for All, the "Slaves," and another piece which they bad 
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negotiators. I find from Rob«rteon you have written to 
Bisbop on the eubject. Htive you named anything of 
the copyright of the " Slaves." R. thinks no publisher 
vould pay for it, and you would not risk it on your 
own account. This is a mere business letter, so I will 
just send my love to my little wife at Versailles, to her 
dear mother, etc. 

Believe me, yonra truly, G It 



To J. TAYLOR. 
Lbttkr CO.] December 7, 1822. 

Dear Sir — I should like the enclosed Dedication to bo 
printed, unless you dislike it. I like it. It is in the 
olden style. But if you object to it, put forth the book 
as it is ; only pray don't let the printer mistake the word 
eurt for curst. 0. L. 

DEDICATION. 

TO THB FRIENDLY AHD JUDICIOUS BEADEB, 

who will take these Papers, as they were meant; not 
understanding everything perversely in its absolute and 
hteral sense, but giving fair construction, as to an 
after-dinner conversation ; allowing for the rashness and 
necessary incompleteness of firat thoughts; and not 
:cemembering, for the parpose of an after taunt, words 
spoken peradventure alter the fourth plass, the Author 
wishes (what he would will for himsell) plenty of good 
friends to stand by him, good books to solace him, 
prosperous events to all his honest undertakings, and a 
candid interpretation to his most hasty words and actions. 
The other set (and he hopes many of them will purchase 
his book too) he greets with the curt invitation of Timon, 
"Uncover, dogs, and lap:" or he dismisses them with 
the confident security of the philosopher, — "you beat 
but on the case of Elia." On better consideration, pray 
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them. It 18 like reading evidence given in a court of 
justice. So anxious the story-teller seems tLat the truth 
should be clearly comprehended, that when he has told 
US a matter of fact or a motive, in a line or two farther 
down he repeats it, with his favourite figure of speech, 
"I say," so and so, though he had made it abundantly 
plain before. This is in imitation of the common people's 
way of speaking, or rather of the way in which they are 
addressed by a master or mistress, who wishes to impress 
something upon tlieir memories, and has a wonderful 
effect upon matter-of-faet readers. Indeed it is to such 
principally that he writes. His style is everywhere 
beautiful, but plain and hamely. Robinson Crusoe is. 
delightful to all ranks and classes, but it is easy to see 
that it is written in phraseology peculiarly adapted to 
the lower conditions of readers ; hence it is an especial 
•faTOurite with seafaring men, poor boys, eervant-maids, 
etc. His novels are capital kitchen-reading, while they 
are worthy, from their deep interest, to find a shelf ia 
the libraries of the wealthiest and the moat learned. His 
passion for Tnatter-of-fact narrative sometimes betrayed 
him into a long relation of common incidents, which 
might happen to any man, and have no interest but the 
intense appearance of truth in them, to recommend tl>em. 
The whole latter half or two-thirds of " Colonel Jack " 
is of this description. The beginning of *' Colonel Jack " 
is the most affecting natural picture of a young thief that 
was ever drawn. His losing the stolen money in the 
hollow of a tree, and finding it again when he was in 
despair, and then being in equal distress at not knowing 
how to dispose of it, and several similar touches in the 
early history of the Colonel, evince a deep knowledge of 
human nature ; and putting out of question the superior 
romantic interest of the latter, in my mind very much 
exceed Crusoe. "Roxana" (first edition) ia the next in 
interest, though he left out the bett part of it in subse- 
quent editions from a foolish hypercriticism of his friend 
Southerns. But "Moll Flanders," the "Account of the 
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Plague," etc., are all of one iiunil;, and bare the same 
Etaiup of character. 

Believe me, with friendly recollections, Brothtr (as I 
uaed to call you), yours, C Lamb. 



To BERNARD BARTON, 
LRTTItR ecu.] ilecemfer 28, 1S22. 

Dear Sir — I Lave been so dbtracted with bnsinesB 
and one tliJDg or other, I have not hsd a quiet quarter 
of a.D hour for epistolary puqMwes. Christmas, too, is 
come, whieh always put a rattle into niy morning skull. 
It is a visiting, unquiet, unquakerish season. I get 
more and more in love with solitude, and proportionately 
hampered with company. I hope you have some holidays 
at this period. I have one day — Christmas Day ; alaa ! 
too few to commemorate the season. All work and no 
play dulls me. Company is not play, hut many times 
hard vork. To play, is for a man to do what he pleases, 
or to do nothing — to go about soothiog his pi^culor 
fancies. I have lived to a time of life to have outlived 
the good hours, the nine o'clock suppers, with a bright 
hour or two to clear up in afterwards. Now you cannot 
get tea before that hour, and then sit gaping, music- 
bothered perhaps, till half-past twelve brings up the 
tray ; and what you steal of convivial eiyojment after, is 
heavily paid for in the disquiet of to-morrow's head. 

I am pleased with your liking John WoodvU, and 
amused with your knowledge of our drama being confined 
to Shakspeare and Miss Baillie. What a world of fine 
territory between Land's End and Johnny Groat's have 
you missed traversing ! I could almost envy you to have 
so much to read. I feel as if I had read all the books I 
want to read. O to forget Fielding, Steele, etc., and 
read 'em new 1 

Can you tell me a likely place where I could pick np^ 
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cheap. Fox's journal t There are no Quaker circnlating 
librarieel Elwood, too, I must hare. I rather grudge 
that Southey has taken up the history of your people : 
I am afraid he will put in BOine levity. I am afraid I 
am Dot quite exempt from that &ult in certain magazine 
articles, where I have introduced mention of them. 
Were they to do agiuu, I would reform them. Why 
should not you write a poetical account of your old 
worthies, deducing them from Fox to Woolman f But I 
remember you did talk of something in that kind, aa a 
counterpart to the " Eccleaiaatical Sketches," But would 
not a poem be more conaecutiye than a string of sonnets 1 
You have no martyrs quite to the flre, I think, among 
you ; but plenty of heroic confessors, spirit-martyre, lamb- 
lions. Think of it ; it would be better tlian a series of 
Bonnets on "Eminent Bankers." I like a hit at our way 
of life, though it does well for me, better than anything 
short of all one's tirw to one's gdf ; for which alone I 
rankle with envy at the rich. Books are good, and 
pictures are good, and money to buy them therefore good ; 
but to buy tiim! in other words, life ! 

The "compliments of the time" to you should end 
my letter ; to a Friend, I suppose, I must say the 
"sincerity of the season ;" I hope they both mean the 
Ram& With excuses for this hastily-penned note, believe 
m^ with great respect, 0. Lamb. 



To Miss WORDSWORTH. 

LirraRCCIlI.I [Tftui-wtoy. Jfay 2B, 1820.] 

Dear Miss W. — I have volunteered to reply to your 
note because of a mistake I am de»rous of rectifying on the 
spot There can be none to whom the last volume of W. 
W. has come more welcome than to me. I have traced 
the Duddon in thought and with repetition along the 
banks (alas !) of the Lea— (unpoetical name) : it is always 
Howing and murmuring in my ears. The story of Dion 
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is divine — the geniiiB of Plato falling on him like moon- 
light — the finest thing ever expressed. 

Then there is Elidure and KirHlone Paw — the laat 
not Dew to me — and let ma add one of the Bweetest of 
all to me. The Longest Day. Loving all these as much 
as I cam h)Te Poetry, new to me, what could I wish or 
desire or estravagantly desiderate in a new volume 1 
That I did not write to W. W. waa simply that he waa 
to come so soon, and tliat flattens letters. 

I admired jonr averted looks on Saturday. You did 
not observe M. Buniey's averted look also J You might 
have been supposed two Antipathies, or quarrelled lovera. 
The fiict was, M. B. had a black eye he was desirous of 
concealing — an artificial one I mean, not of nature's mak- 
ing, but of art's reflecting, for nobody quarrels with the 
black eyes the former gives — but it waa curious to see 
you both ashamed of such Panegyrical objects as black 
eyes and white teeth have always been considered. . . . 
Mary is not here to see the stuff I write, else she would 
snatch the peo out of my hand and conclude with some 
sober kind messages. 

We sincerely wish your brother better. 

Yours, both ot us kindly, C. L. and H. L. - 



Letter CCIV.] 

Mary perfectly approves of the appropriation of the 
feathers, and wishes them peacock's for your fair niece's 

ChrMmai 1S22. 
Dear Miss Wordsworth — I had just written the above 
endearing words when Monkhouse tapped me im the 
shoulder with an invitation to cold goose pie, which I 

was not bird of that sort enough to decline. Mrs. M , 

I am most happy to say, is better, Mary has been tor- 
mented with rheumatism, which is leaving her. I am 
suffering from the festivities of the season. I wonder 
how my misused carcase holds it out. I have played the 
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experimental philosopher on it, that's certain. Willy 
fihaJl be welcome to a mince-pie, and a bout at commerce 
whenever he comes. He was in our eye. I am glad 
you liked my new year's speculations : everybody likea 
them, except the author of the PleatuTes of Hope. Dis- 
appuiutmeut attend him I How I like to be liked, and 
what / do to be liked ! They flatter me in magazines, 
newspapers, and all the minor reviews ; the Quarterlies 
hold aloof. But they must come into it in time, or 
their leaves be waste paper. Salute Trinity Library in 
my name. Two special tilings are worth seeing at Cam- 
bri<%e, a portrait of Cromwell, at Sydney, and a better 
of Dr. Harvey (who found out that blood was red), at 
Dr. Davy's ; you should see them. Coleridge is pretty 
well. I have not seen him, but hear often of him from 
Allsop, who sends me hares and pheasants twice a week ; 
I can hardly take so fast as he gives. I have almost 
forgotten butcher's meat, as plebeian. Are you not glad 
the cold is gone "i I find Winters not so agreeable as 
they used to be " when Winter bleak had charms for me," 
I cannot conjure up a kind similitude for those snowy 
flakes. Let them keep to twelfth cakes ! 

Mrs. Paris, our Cambridge friend, has been in town. 
You do not Icnow the Watforda in Trumpingtoa Street. 
They are capital people. Ask anybody you meet who is 
the biggest woman io Cambridge, and I'll hold you a 
wager they'll say Mrs. Smith. She broke down two 
benches in Trinity gardens, one on the confines of St. 
John's, which occaaoiied a litigation between the Societies 
as to repairing it. In warm weather she retires into an 
ice-cellar (literally !) and dates the returns of the years 
from a hot Thursday some twenty years back. She sits 
in a room with opposite doors and windows, to let in a 
tho.'Oiigh draught, which gives her slenderer frien<ls 
tooth-aches. She is to be seen in the market every 
morning, at ten, chea|%ning fowls, which I observe the 
Cambridge poulterers are not sufficiently careful to stump. 

Having now answered roost of the points contained 
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in your letter, let lue end with asBuring you of our very 
best kir.diicsa, and excuse M&tj from not handling the 
pen OD this occasion, especlnlly as it hns fullen into so 
much better hands ! Will Dr. W. accept of my respect* 
at the end of a foolish letter t 0. L. 



Letter CCV,] 1822. 

It is hard when a gentleman cannot remain concealed, 
who atfecteth obscurity with greater avidity than most 
do seek to have their good deeds brought to light — to 
have a prying inquisitive finger (to the danger of its own 
BCOTching) busied in removing the little peck measure 
(scripturally a bushel) under which one had lioi)ed to biuy 
hia small candle. The receipt of fem-seed, I think, in 
this curious age, wonld scarce help a man to walk 
invisible. 

Well, I am discovered — and thou thyself, who 
thoughtest to shelter uuder the pease-cod of initiality (a 
Btale anil shaEow device), art no less dragged to light. 
Thy Blender anatomy — thy ekeletonian D — fleshed and 
sinewed out to the plump espansion of six characters — 
thy tuneful genealogy deduced. 

By the way, what a name is Timothy .' Lay it down, 
I beseech thee, and in its place take up the properer 
sound of Timotheus. 

Then mayst thnu with unblushing fingers handle the 
lyre " familiar to the D— — -n name." 

With much difticulty have I traced thee to thy 
lurking-place. l^Iany a goodly name did I run over, 
bewildered between Dorrien, and Dosat, and Dover, and 
Dakin, and Daintry— a wilderness of D's — till at laBt I 
thought I had hit it— my conjectures wandering upon a 
melancholy Jew— you wot the Israelite upon 'Change — 
Master Daniels, a contemplative Hebrew, to the which 
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gueBS I was the rather led by the consideration that most 
of hiB nation ate great readers. 

Nothing is bo common as to see them in the Jews' 
Walk, with a bundle of scrip in one hand and the Man 
of Feeling or a volume of Sterne in the other, 

I am a rogue if I can collect what manner of face 
thou earnest, though thou seemest so familiar with mine. 
If I remember thou didst not dimly resemble the man 
Daniels, whom at first I took thee for — a careworn, 
mortified, economical, commercio- political coiiDtenance, 
with an agreeable limp in thy gait, if Elia mistake thee 
not. I think I should shake hands with thee, if I met 
thee. 



To Mh. ahd Mrs. BRUTON. 
LnTER CCVL] Janwiry 8, 1823. 

The pig was above my feeble praise. It was a dear 
pigmy. There was some contention as to who should 
have the ears ; but, in spite of his obstinacy (deaf aa 
these little creatures are to advice), I contrived to get at 
one of them. 

It came in boots too, which I took as a favour. 
Generally these pretty toes, pretty toes ! are missing ; 
but I suppose he wore them to look taller. 

He must have be'en the least of his race. His little 
foots would have gone into the sUver slipper, I take him 
to hare bees a Chinese and a female. 

If Evelyn could have seen him, he would never have 
farrowed two such prodigious volumes ; seeing how much 
good can be contained in — how small a compass I 

He crackled delicately. 

I left a blank at the top of my letter, not being deter- 
mined which to address it to : so farmer and farmer's 
wife will please to divide our thanks. May your granariea 
be fiill, and your rats empty, and your chickens plump, 
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and your enviouB neighbours lean, and your labourers 
buBj, and you as idle and aa bappy as the day ia long 1 

VlTB L'AOBIC'ULTUKB 1 

How do you make your piga bo little f 
They are vaatly eogBgiiig at tlie age i 

I wa« BO myself. 
Now I am a disagTeeable old bog, 
A middle-aged genttemaD-uid-a-hBl( 
My faculties (tbank God I) are not mnch impalrad, 

I have my aight, hearing, taate, pretty perfect; and 
can read the Lord's Prayer in common type, by the help 
of a candle, without making many mistakes. 

Believe me, that while my faculties last, I shall ever 
cherish a proper appreciation of your many kindnessea in 
this way, and that the last lingering relish of past favoura 
upon my dying memory wiO be the smack of that little 
ear. It was the left ear, which ia lucky. Many happy 
returns, not of the pig, but of the New Year, to both ! 
Mary, for her share of the pig and the memoirs, desires 
to send tlie same. 

YouiB truly, 0. Lakb. 



To BEENAED BARTON. 

Lbftee CCVIL] January 0, 1828. 

" Throw yourself on the world without any rational 
plan of support, beyond what the chance employ of book- 
sellers would afford you I ! ! " 

Throw yourself rather, my dear sir, from the steep 
Tarpeian rock, elap-dash headlong upon iron spikes. If 
you had but five consolatory minutes between the desk 
and the bed, make much of them, and live a century in 
them, rather than turn slave to the booksellers. They are 
Turks and Tartars when they have poor authors at their 
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beck. Hitherto you have been at arm's length from 
them. Come not within their grasp. I have known 
many authors for bread, some repining, others envy- 
ing the blessed securicy of a counting-liouse, all agreeing 
they would rather have been tailors, weavers, — what not, 
rather than the things they were. I have known some 
starved, some to go mad, one dear friend literally dying 
in a workhouse. You know not what a rapacious, dis- 
honest set these bonksellers are. Aak even Southey, 
who (a single case almost) has made a fortune by book 
druilgery, what he has found them. Oh, you know not 
(may you never know !) the .miseries of subsisting by 
authorship, Tis a pretty appendage to a situation like 
yours or mine ; but a slavery, worse than aU slavery, to 
be a bookseller's dependant, to drudge your brains for 
pota of ale and breasts of mutton, to change your free 
thoughts and voluntary numbers for ungracious task-work. 
Those fellows hate jis. The reason I take to be, that 
contrary to other trades, in which the master gets all the 
credit (a jeweller or silversmith for instance), and the 
journeyman, who really does the fine work, is in the back- 
ground, — in our work the world gives all the credit to us, 
whom they consider as their journeymen, and therefore 
do they bate lis, and cheat us, and oppress us, and would 
wring the blood of ns eut, to put another sixpence in 
their mechanic pouches ! I contend that a bookseller has 
a relative hatiesty towards authors, not like his honesty 
to the rest of the world. B., who first engaged me 
as "Elia," has not paid me up yet (nor any of us 
without repeated mortifying appeais), yet how the knava 
fawned when I was of service to him ! Yet I dare say 
the fellow is punctual in settling his milk-score, etc. 

Keep to your bank, and the bank will keep you. 
Trust not to the public ; you may hang, starve, drown 
yourself, for anything that worthy permnage cares. I 
bless every star that Providence, not seeing good to make 
me independent, lias seen it next good to settle me upon 
the stable foundation of Leadenhall. Sit down, good 
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B. B., in the banking-office. What ! is there not from 
six to eleven p.m. six days in tlie week, and is there not 
all Sunday 1 Fie, what a superfluity of man's time, if 
you could think so ! — enough for relaxation, mirth, con- 
verse, poetry, good thoughts, quiet thoughts. Oh the 
corroding, torturing, tormenting thoughts, that disturb 
the brain of the unlucky wight who must draw upon it 
for daily sustenance ! Henceforth I retract all my fond 
complaints of mercantile employment ; look upon them aa 
lovers' quarrels. I was but half in earnest. Welcome 
dead timber of a desk, that makes me live. A tittle 
grumbling is a wholesome medicine for the spleen ; but 
in my inner heart da I approve and embrace this our 
close but unbarassing way of life. I am quite seriona. 
If you can send me Fox, I will not keep it nx weeks, and 
will return it, with warm thanks to yourself and friend, 
without blot or dog's ear. You will much oblige me by 
this kindness. 

Yours truly, 0. Lahb. 



To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

Lbtteb covin.] January 23, "21 

Dear Payne — I have no mornings (my day begins at 
5 P.M.) to transact business in, or talents for it, so I 
employ Mary, who has seen Robertson, who says that the 
Piece which is to be Operafied was sent to you six weeks 
since by a &f r. Hunter, whose journey has been delayed, 
but he supposes you have it by this time. On receiviag 
it back properly done, the rest of jour dues will be forth- 
coming. You have received ;£30 from Harwood, I hope] 
Bishop wns at the theatre when Mary called, and he has 
put youi' otlier piece into C. Kemble's hands (the piece you 
talk of offering Etliston) and C. K. sent down word that 
he had not yet had time to read it So stand your affairs 
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at preseiit. Gloaaop has got the " Murderer." Will you 
adiireas him ou the subject, or shall I— that ia, Mary) 
She says you must write more »kowahle letters about 
these matters, for, with all our trouble of crossing out 
this word, and giving a cleaner turn to th' other, and 
folding down at this part, and squeezing an obnoxious 
epithet into a comer, she can hardly communicate their 
contents without ofl'ence. What, man, put less gall is. 
your ink, or write me a biting trf^edj I 

C. Lahb. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lerras CCIX. Felruary 17, 1823. 

My dear Sir — I have read quite through thft ponderous 
folio of George Fox. I think Sewell has been jndiciiiua 
in omitting certain parts, as for instance where G. F. hat 
revealed to him the natures of all the creatures in their 
names, as Adam had. He luckily turns aside from that 
compendious study of natural history, which might have 
superseded Biiffon, to his proper spiritual pursuits, only 
just hinting what a philosopher he might have been. 
The ominous passage is near the heginning of the book. 
It is clear he means a physical knowledge, without trope 
or figure. Also, pretences to miraculous healing, and the 
like, are more frequent than I should have suspected from 
the epitome in Sewell. He is nevertheless a great spirit- 
ual man, and I feel very much obliged by your procuring 
me the loan of it. How I like the Quaker phrases ! — 
though I think they were hardly completed till Woolman. 
A pretty little manual of Quaker hingu^e (with au 
endeavour to explain them) might be gathered out of his 
book. Could not you do iti I have read through G. F. 
without finding any explanation of the term first volume 
in the title-page. It takes in all, both his life and hit 
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death. Are there more last words of h'ual Pray how 
may I return it to Mr. Shewell at Ipswich 1 I fear to 
send such a, treasure by a stage-coach ; not that I am 
afraid of the coachman or the gmird'a reading if; but it 
might be loet. Can you put me in a way of sending it 
in safety 1 The kind-hearted owner trusted it to me for 
six months ; I think I was about as many days in getting 
through it, and I do not think that I skipped a word of 
it. I have quoted G. F, in my " Quaker's Meeting," as 
having said be was " iifled up in spirit " (which I fdt at 
the time to be not a Quaker phrase), " auil the judge and 
jury were as dead men under his feet." I find no such 
words in his journal, and I did not get them irom Seweli, 
and the latter sentence I am sure I did not mean to 
invent : I must have put some other Quaker's words into 
his month. Is it a fatality in me, that everything I 
touch turns into " a lie "1 I once quoted two lines firom 
a translation of Dante, which Hazhtt very greatly 
admired, and quoted in a book as proof of the stupendous 
power of that poet ; hut no such lines are to be found in 
the translation, which has been searched for the purpose, 
I must have dreamed them, for I am quite certain I did 
not forge them knowingly. What a misfortune to have 
a lying memory ! Yes, I have seen Miss Coleridge, and 
wish I had just sueh a— -daughter. God love her ! To 
think she should have had to toil through five octavos of 
that cursed (I forget I write to a Quaker) Ahbeypony 
History, and then to abridge them to three, and all for 
£113! — at her years to be doing stupid Jesuits' Latin 
into English, when she should be reading or writing 
romances ! Heaven send her ancle do not breed her up 
a Quarterly Keviewer ! which reminds me that he has 
spoken very respectfully of you in the last Number, 
which is the next thing to having a Review all to one's 
eelf. Your description of Mr. Mitford's place makes me 
long for a pippin and some caraways, and a cup of sack 
in his orchard, when the sweets of the night come in. 
Farewell, 0. Lamb. 

VOL. II. J 
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To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

Lbtter COS.] ' Febntary 1823. 

My dear Miss Lamb — I have enclosed for you Mr, 
Payne's piece called " Grandpapa," which I regret to say 
ia not thought to be of the oature that ^ill suit tbia 
theatre ; but as there appears to be much merit in it, 
Mr. Eemble strongly recommends that you should send 
it to the English Opera House, for vhicb it seema to be 
excellently adapted. As you have already been kind 
enough to be our medium of communication with Mr. 
Payne, I hare imposed this trouble upon you ; but if you 
do not like to act for Mr. Payne in the business, and 
have uo meaoa of disposing of the piece, I will forward it 
to Paris or elsewhere as you think he may prefer. 

Very truly youre, Henby Robehtson. 

T. a a G., Feb. 8, 1828. 

Dear P We have just received the above, and 

want your instnictiona. It strikes me as a very merry 
little piece, that should be played by very young adari. 
It strikes me that Miss Clara Fisher would play the hoy 
exactly. She is just such a forward chit No young 
man. would do it without its appearing absurd, but in a 
girl's hands it would have just all the reality that a short 
dream of an act requires. Then for the sister, if Misa 
Stevenson that was were Miss Stevenson and younger, 
they two would carry it off I do not know who they have 
got in that young line, besides Miss C. F., at Drury, nor- 
how you would like Elliston to have it — has he not had 
it) I am thick witli Arnold, but I have always heard 
that the very slender profits of the English Opera House 
do not admit of bis ^ving above a trifle, or next to none, 
for a piece of this kind. Write me what I should do, 
what yoD would ask, etc. The music (printed) is returned 
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with the piece, and the French original Tell Ur. 
Grattan I thank him for his booli, which as far as I have 
read it is a very companionabU one. I have but just 
received it. It came the same hour vith four pacliet 
from Cot. Gar., i.e. yester-uight late, to my summer 
residence, where, tell Eenney, the cow is quiet Love to 
all at Versailles, Write quickly. 0. h. 

I have no acquaintance with Kemble at all, having 
only met him once or twice ; but any information, etc., I 
can get from R., who is a good fellow, you may command. 
I am Sony the rogues are bo dilatory, but I distinctly 
believe they mean to fulfil their engagement. I am sorry 
you are not here to see to these things. I am a poor 
man of business, but command me to the short extent of 
my tether. My sister's kind remembrance ever. 

C.L. 



To WALTER WILSON. 
Lttter CCXI.] February 24, 1823. 

Dear W, — I write that you may not think me 

neglectful, not that I have anything to say. In answer 
to your questions, it was at your house I saw au edition 
of " Rosana," the preface to which stated that the author 
bad left out that part of it which related to Rosana's 
daughter persisting in imagining herself to be bo, in spite 
of the mother'a denial, from certain hints she had picked 
up, and throwing herself continually in her mother's way 
(as Savage is said to have done in hia, prying in at 
windows to get a glimpse of her), and that it was by 
advice of Southern, who objected to the circumstances as 
being untrue, when the rest of the story was founded on 
fact ; which shows S. to have been a stupid-ish fellow. 
The incidents so resemble Savage's story, that I taxed 
Godwin with taking Falkner irom his life by Dr. Johnson. 
You should have the edition (if you have not parted with 
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it), for 1 saw it never but at your place at the Mewa' 
G&te, nor did I then read it to compare it with my own ; 
only I know the daughter's curiosity is the beat part of 
tfiff " Roxaiia." The prologue ycu speak of was mine, 
and so named, but not worth much. You ask me for 
two or three pages of verse. I have not written ao much 
since you knew me. I am altogether prosaic. May be I 
may touch off a sonnet in time. I do not prefer " Colonel 
Jack" to either "Robinson Crusoe" or "Roxana." I 
only spoke of the begioning of it, his childish history. 
The rest is poor. I do not know anywhere any good 
character of De Foe besides what you mention. I do not 
know that Swift mentions him ; Pope does. I foi^t if 
D'Israeli has. Dunlop I think has nothing of him. He 
is quite new ground, and scarce known beyond " Crusoe." 
I do not know who wrote "Quarl." I never thought of 
" Quarl " aa having an author. It is a jkmt imitation ; 
the monkey is the best in it, and his pretty dishes made 
of shells. Do you know the paper in the Englishman 
by Sir Richard Steele, giving an account of Selkirk? It 
is admirable, and has all the germs of " Crusoe." You 
must quote it entire. Captain G. Carleton wrote his own 
Memoirs ; they are about Lord Peterborough's campaign 
in Spain, and a good book. " Puzzelli " puzzles me, and 
I am in a cloud about " Donald M'Leod." I never heard 
of them ; so you see, my dear Wilson, what poor iasist- 
ances I can give in the way of information. I wish your 
book out, for I shall tike to see anything about De Foe or 
from you. 

Your old friend, C. Lamb. 

From my and your old compound. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lfttee CCXII.J March 6, 1823. 

Dear Sir— You must think me ill-mannered not to 
have replied to your first letter sooner, but I have an ugly 
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unworthy correspotident. I have had no epring, or cordial 
call to the occupation of late. I have been not well 
lately, which must be my lame excuse. Your Poem, 
which I consider very affecting, found me engaged about 
a humorous Paper for the Limdon, which I bad called 
"A Letter to au Old Gentleman whose education had 
been neglected" — and when it was done Taylor and 
Hessey would not print it, and it discouraged me from 
doing anything else ; so I took up Scott, where I had 
scribbled some petulant remarks, and for a make-shift 
fatber'd tbem on Ritson. It is obvious I could not make 
your Poem a part of them ; and as I did not know 
whether I should ever be able to do to my mind what 
you gu^eated, I thought it not fair to keep back the 
verseB for tbe chance. Mr. Mitford's Sonnet I like very 
well ; but as I ako have my reasons against interfering 
at all with tbe Bditorial arrangement of the London, i 
transmitted it (not in my own handwriting) to them, who 
I doubt not will be glad to insert it. What eventual 
benefit it can be to you (otherwise than that a kind man's 
wish is a benefit) I cannot conjecture. Your Society are 
eminently men of business, and will probably regard you 
as an idle fellow, possibly disown you ; that b to say, if 
you had put your own name to a Sonnet of that sort ; 
but they cannot excommunicate Mr. Mitford ; therefore I 
thoroughly approve of printing the said verses. When I 
see any Quaker names to the Concert of Ancient Music, 
or as Directors of the British Institution, or bequeathing 
medals to Oxford for tbe best classical themes, etc., then 
I shall begin to hope they will emancipate you. But 
what as a Society can they do for you ? You would not 
accept a commission in tbe army, oor they be likely to 
procure it. Posts in Church or State have they none in 
their giving ; and then, if they disown you, — thiok — you 
most live " a man forbid." 

I wished for you yesterday, 1 dmed in Pamaaeus, 
with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Eogera, and Tom Moorc^ — 
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half Uie poetry of England constellated and clustered in 
Gloucester Place ! It was a delightful evening. Coleridge 
was in his finest vein of talk^had all the talk ; and let 
'em talk as evilly as they do of the envy of poets, I am 
sure not one there but was content to he nothing but a 
listener. The Muses were dumb while Apollo lectured 
on his and their fine art. It is a lie that poets are 
envious. I have known the best of them, and can speak 
to it, that they give each other their merits, and are the 
kindest critics as well as best authors. I am scribbling 
a muddy epistle with an aching head, for we did not quaff 
Hippoerene last night ; marry, it was Hippocraas rather. 
Pray accept this as a letter in the meantime, and do me 
the favour to mention my respects to Mr. Mitford, who 
is so good as to entertain good thoughts of Elia, but don't 
sliow this almost impertinent scrawl. I will write more 
respectfully next time, for believe me, if not in words, in 
feelings yours most so, C. L. 



Letter CCXIII.] Xarvh 11, 1823. 

Dear Sir — The approbation of my little book by your 
sister is very pleasing to me. The Quaker incident did 
not happen to me, but to Carlisle the surgeon, irom whose 
mouth I have twice heard it, at an interval of ten or 
twelve years, with little or no variation, and have given 
it as exactly as I could remember it. The gloss which 
your sister or you have put upon it does not strike me as 
correct. Carlisle drew no inference from it agiunst the 
honesty of the Quakers, hut only in favour of their sur- 
passing coolness ; that they should be cax)able of com- 
mitting a good joke, with an utter insensibility to its 
being any jest at all. I have reason to believe in the 
truth of it, because, as I have said, I heanl him re|ieat it 
without variation at such an interval. The story loses 
sadly in print, for Carlisle is the beet story-teller I ever 
heard. The idea of the discovery of roasting pigs I also 
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are generally charged aa double at the Post Office, from 
their inveterate clumsiness of foldure ; so you must not 
take it diareapectful to yourself if I send you suoh ungainly 
scrape. I think I lose £100 a year at the India Hous^ 
owing solely to my want of neatness in making ap 
accounts. How I puzzle 'em out at last is the wonder. 
I have to do with milliooB ! ! 

It is time to have done my incoherences. 

Believe me, yours truly, 0, luLMB. 



To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

LBTTBft CCXIV.] 182a 

Dear Payne — Your little books are most acceptable. 
Tis a delicate edition. They are gone to the binder's. 
When they come home I sliall have two — the "Camp" 
and "Patrick's Day" — to read for the first time. I may 
say three, for I never read the " School for Scandal." 
"Seen it I have, and in its happier days." With the 
books Harwood left a truncheon or mathematical iustru~ 
ment, of which we have not yet ascertained the use. It 
is like a telescope, but ungliized. Or a ruler, but not 
smooth enough. It opens like a fan, and discovers a 
frame such as they weave lace upon at Lyons and Cham- 
beiy. Possibly it is from those parts. I do not value 
the present the less for not being quite able to detect its 
purport. When I can find any one coming your way I 
have a volume for you, my Elias collected. Tell Poole, 
hiB Cockney in the Loa. Mag. tickled me exceedingly. 
Harwood is to be with us this evening with Fanny, who 
comes to introduce a literary lady, who wants to see me, 
— and whose portentous name is Plwra, in English, 
" many things." Now, of all God's creatures, I detest 
letters -affecting, authors -hunting ladies. But Fanny 
"will have it so." St Miss Many-Things and I are to 
have a coufeveuce, of which you shall have the result. I 
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dare Bay she does not play at whist. Treasurer Eobert- 

BOD, whose cofiera are absolutely Bwelliog with pantomimic 
receipts, called on me yesterday to say he is going to 
write to you, but if I were also, I might as well say that 
your last bill is at the Banker's, and will be honored on 
the instant receipt of the third Piece, which you have 
stipulated for. If you have any such in readiness, strike 
while the iron is hot, before the Clown cools. Tell Mrs. 
Kenney, that the Miss F. H. (or H. F.) Kelly, who has 
1>egun so splendidly in Juliet, is the identical little Fanny 
Kelly, who used to play on tlieir green before their great 
Lyiog-Inn Lodgings at Bayswater. Her career has stopt 
short by the injudicious bringing licr out in a vile new 
Tragedy, and for a third cliaratter in a stupid old one, — 
the "Earl of Essex." This is Macready's doing, who 
taugh t her. Her recitation, etc. {not her voice or person), 
is masculine. It is so clever, it seemed a male Debdt, 
But cleremess is the bane of Female Tragedy especially. 
Passions utt«red logically, etc. It is bad enough io men- 
actors. Could you do nothing for little Clara Fisher t 
Are there no French Pieces with a Child in themi By 
Pieces I mean here dramas, to prevent male-construo- 
tions. Did not the Blue Girl remind you of some of 
CoDgreve's women 1 Angelica or Millamaat ) To me 
she was a vision of Genteel Comedy realised. Those kind 
of people never come to see one. N'itnport—)iaiia't I 
Miss Many-Things coming 1 Will you ask Horace Smith 
to [The remainder ofihia letter hat heen Io*t] 



Letter CCXV ] 1828. 

Dear Payne — A friend and fellow-clerk of mine, Mr. 
White (a good fellow) coming to your parts I would fain 
have accompanied hint, but am forced instead to eend a 
part of me, verse and prose, most of it from 20 to 30 
years old, such as I then was, and I am not much altered. 

Paris, which I hardly knew whether I liked when I 
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was in it, ja an object of no small magnitode vith me 
now. I want to be going, to the Jardin des Plantea (ia 
that right, Louieal) with you — to Pere ia Chaise, La 
Morgue, auil all the Beiitiinentalities. How is Talma, and 
hia (my) dear Shakspeare t 

2f.£. — 'My friend White knows Paris thoroughly, and 
does not want a guide. We did, and had one. We both 
join in thanks. Do you remember a Blbe-Silk Girl (Eng- 
lish) at the Luxembourg, that did not much seem to 
attend to the Pictures, who fell in love with you, and 
whom I fell in love with— an imjuisitive, prying, curious 
Beauty — where is she 1 

Voire Tri» Hvmble ServUeur, 

Geaelois Agrbau, 

aliat C. Lamb. 

Guichy is well, and much as usual. He seems blind 
to all the distinctions of life, except to those of sex. 
Remembrance to Kenney and Poole. 



To E. W. PROCTER. 
Lbttbr CCXVL] April 13, T825. 

Dear Lad — You must think me a brute beast, a 
rhinoceros, never to have acknowledged the receipt of 
your precious present But indeed I am none of those 
shocking things, but have arrived at that iu disposition to 
letter- writing which would make it a hard exertion to 
write three lines to a king to spare a frieod's life : whether 
it is that the Magazine paying me so much a page I am 
loath to throw away composition. How much a sheet 
do you give your correspondents ? I have hung up Pope, 
and a gem it is, in my town room; I hope for your 
approval. Though it accomiranies the Eisay on. Man, I 
think that was not the poetn he is here meditating. He 
would have looked up, somehow affectedly, if he were 
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jost conmiving "Awate, my St John." Neither is ho 
in the Bape of the Lock mood exactly. I think he hes 
JHBt made out the last linea of the "Epistle to Jervis," 
betweea gay and tender, 

" Aud other beaati«a envy 'Wotsley's eyes." 

I'll be d . . .'d if that isn't the line. He is brooding 
over it, with a dreamy phantom of Lady Maiy floating 
before him. He is thinking which is the earliest possible 
day and hour that she will first see it. What a rainia- 
tnre piece of gentility it ia I Why did you give it mel 
I do not like jou enough to give you anything so good. 

I have dined with T. Moore and breakfasted with 
Rogers, since I saw you ; have much to say about them 
when we meet, which I trust will be in a week or two. 
I have been over-watched and over-poeted since Words- 
worth has been in town. I was obliged for health's sake 
to wish him gone, but now he is gone I feel a great loss. 
I am going to' Dalston to recruit, and have serious 
thoughts of altering my condition, that is, of taking to 
sobriety. What do you advise me 1 

Rogers spake very kindly of you, aa everybody does, 
and none with so much reason as your 0, L. 



To Misa HUTCHINSON. 
LiOTEsOCXVII.] Aprilli, 1823. 

Dear Miss H. — Mar; has such an invincible reluctance 
to any epistolary exertion, that I am sparing her a morti- 
fication by taking the pen from her. The plain truth is, 
she writes such a pimping, mean, detestable band, that 
she is ashamed of the formation of her letters. There ia 
an essential poverty and algectness in the fiame of them. 
They took like begging letters. And then she is sure to 
omit a mrist substantial word in the second draught (for 
she never ventures an epistle without a foul copy first), 
which is obliged to be interlined ; which spoils the neatest 
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epistle, you know. Her figiiree, 1, 2, 3, 4, etc., where 
she haa occasion to express numerals, as in the date (25th 
April 1823), are not' figurei<, but figurantes; imd the 
combined posse go staggering up and down shameless, as 
drunkards in the day-time. It is no better when she 
rules her paper. Her lines " are not less erring " than 
her words. A sort of unnatural parallel lines, that are 
perpetually threatening to meet ; which, you know, is ijuito 
contrary to Euclid, Her very biota are not bold like this 
[A^re a large blot is inserted], but poor smears, half left 
in and half scratched out, with another smear left in their 
place. I like a clear letter ; a bold free hand, and a fearless 
flourish. Then she has always to go through them (a 
second operation) to dot her Ts and cross her ('s. I don't 
think she can make a corkscrew if she tried, which has such. 
a fine effect at the end or middle of an epistle, and fills up. 
There is a corkscrew ! — one of the best I ever drew. 
By the way, what incomparable whisky that was of Monk- 
house's ! But if I am to write a letter, let me begin, and 
not stand flourishing, like a fencer at a fair. 



April 25, 1823. 
Dear Miss H. — It gives me great pleasure (the letter 
now begins) to hear that you got down so smoothly, and 
that ilb%. Monkhousc's spirits are so good and enterpris- 
ing. It shows, whatever her posture may be, that her 
mind at least is not supine. I hope the excursion will 
enable the former to keep pace with its outstripping 
neighbour. Pray present our kindest wishes to her and 
all (that sentence should properly have come into the 
Postscript, but we airy mercurial spirits, there is no keep- 
ing us in). "Time" (as was said of one of us) "toils 
after us in viun." I am afriud our co-visit with Coleridge 
was a dream. I shall not get away before the end (or 
middle) of June, and then you will be frog-iiopping at 
Boulogne ; and besides, I think the Gillmans would scarce 
trust him with us ; I have a malicious knack at cutting 
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O. Fox — that Bets me off again. I have finished the 
"Joumnl," and 400 more pagea of the " Doctritials," 
which I picked up for Ts. 6d. If I get im at this rate, 
the society will be in danger of having two Quaker poets 
to patronise. I am at Dalston now ; but if when I go 
back to Covent Garden I find ttiy friend has not called 
for the "Journal," thee mtist put me in the way of send- 
ing it ; and if it should happen the lender of it, knowing 
that volume has not the other, I shall be moat happy in 
his accepting the " DoctriJiaU," which I shall read but 
once certainly. It is not a splendid copy, but perfect, 
save a leaf of Index. 

I cannot but think that the London drags heavily. 
I miss Janus, And oh how it misses Hazlitt ! Procter 
too is affronted. 

Believe me cordially yours, C. Laub. 



To J. R DIBDIN. 
Lbttkr CCXIX.] May S, 182S. 

Dear Sir — Your verses were very pleasant, and I 
shall like to see more of them — I do not mean ofMretied 

I do not know whether you live in town or countiy, 
but if it suite your convenience I shall be glad to see you 
some evening— say Thursday — at 20 Great Russell Street, 
Covent Garden. If you can come do not trouble your- 
self to write. We are old-fashioned people who drink tea 
at six, or not much later, and give cold mutton and pickle 
at nine, the good old hour, I assure you (if it suit you) 
we shall be glad to see you. 

Yours, etc. 0. Laub. 

My love to Mr. Railton, the same to Mr. Rankin, to 
the whole f^rm indeed. 

KI.H., Tuesdar, 

Some day of May 1823, 
Not officiftL 
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To WILLUM HONE. 
Letter CCXX.J E. I. H., May 19, 'SS. 

Dear Sir — I bave been rery agreeably entertained 
witii jour present, which I found very curious and 
amusing. What wiseacres our forefathers appear to 
have been ! It should make tu thankful, who are grown 
BO rational and polite. I should call to thank you for 
the book, but go home to DaLston at present. I shall 
beg your acceptance (when I see you) of my little book. 
I have Kay's ColUctivM of Englitk Wordt not generally 
Used, 1691 ; and in page 60 {"North Country words") 
occurs "ByiU ye" — "by your leave," "stand hand- 
BOraely," As, " Eynt you, witch," quoth Besse Locket to 
her mother; Proverb, Cheshire. — Doubtless this is the 
" Aroint " of Shakspeara 

Id the same collection I find several Shakspearisms. 
" Rooky " wood ; a Northern word for " reeky," " misty," 
etc. "Shandy," a north country word for "irild." 
Sterne was York. 

Yours obliged, 01 IiAHB. 

I am at 14, Eingslaud Bow, Dalston. Will yon take 
a walk over on Sunday 1 We dine exactly at 4, and 
shall be most glad to see you. If I don't hear from you 
(by note to E. I, Ho.) I will expect you. 

Mi. Hone, 46, Lndgate HilL 



To CHARLES LLOYD. 
U iTRB CCXXI.1 1828. 

Your lines are not to bo onderatood reading on one 
leg. They are sinuous, and to be won with wreatling. 
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I do assure you in sincerity that notiiing you have "lone 
has given me greater satisfaction. Your obscurity, where 
you are dark, which is seldom, ia that of too much mean- 
ing, not the jminful obscurity which no toil pf the reader 
can dissipate ; not the dead vacuum and floundering place 
in which imagination finds no footing : it is not the dim- 
uess of positive darkness, hut of distance ; and he that 
reads and not discerns must get a better pair of spectacles. 
I admire every piece in the collection. I canuot say the 
first is best : when I do so, the last read rises up in 
judgment. To your Mother, to your Sister, to Mary 
dead, they are all weighty with thought and tender with 
sentiment. Your poetry is like no other. Tiiose cursed 
dryads and pagan tnimperies of modem verse have put 
me out of conceit of the very name of poetry. Your 
verses are as good and as wholesome as prose, and I have 
made a sad blunder if I do not leave you with an impres- 
sion that youi present is rarely valued. 

Charles Lamb. 



To BEBNAED BARTON. 

Lmteb CCXXIL] July 10, 1823. 

Dear Sir— I shall be happy to read the MS. and to 
forward it ; but T[ajlor] and H[essey] must judge for 
themselves of publication. If it prove interesting (as I 
doubt not) I shall not spare to say so, yon may depend 
upon it. Suppose you direct it to Accountant's Office, 
India House. I am glad you have met with some 
sweetening circumstances to your unpalatable draught. 
I have just returned from Hastings, where are exquisite 
views and walks, and where I have given up my soul to 
walking, and I am now suffering sedentary contrasts. I 
am a long time reconciling to town after one of these 
excursions. Home is become strange, and will remain bo 
yet a while ; home is the most unforgiving of friends, and 



Do,i,.cnh,'GoOglc 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



LKTTEItS OF CHARLES LAMK 



To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

LErrEB CCXXIII.] E. I. Hotue, Anguit B, 1823. 

My dear A. — I am going to ask you to do me the 
greatest favour which a niim can do for another. I want 
to make my will, and to leave my property in tmst for 
my Sister, if.i. — I am not therefore going to die. — 
Would it be unpleasant for you to be named for onel 
The other two I shall beg the same favour of are Talfourd 
and Procter. If yon feel reluctant, tell me, and it shan't 
abate one jot of my fciwidly feeling toward you, 

Yonn ever, 0. Lamb, 



To BERITAED BARTON. 

LnTEK CCXXIV,] 3epUmitr2, 1828. 

Dear B. B. — What will you aay to my not writing t 

You cannot say t do not write now. Hesaey has not 
used your kind sonnet, nor have I seen it. Pray send 
me a copy. Neither have I heard any more of your 
friend's MS., which I will reclaim whenever you please. 
When you come London-ward you will find me no longM 
in Covent Garden, I have a cottage in Colebrook Row, 
Islington ; a cottage, for it is detached ; a white house, 
with six good rooms ; the New River (rather elderly by 
this time) runs (if a moderate walking pace may he so 
termed) close to the foot of the house ; and behind is ft 
spacious garden with vines (I assure you), pears, straw- 
lierries, parsnips, leeks, carrots, cabbages, to delight the 
heart of old Alcinous. You enter without passage into 
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To THOMAS HOOD. 
lATTKS CCSXV.] [Lale in 1823.] 

And what dost thou at the Priory t CiicuUua non 
facit Monachum. English me that, and challenge old 
Lignum Jaima to make a better. 

My old New River lias presented no extraordinary 
novelties lately ; but there Hope sits every day, specu- 
lating upon traditionary gudgeons. I think she has taken 
the flsfaerieg. I now know the reason why our forefathers 
were denominated East and West Angles. Yet is there 
no lack of spawn ; for I wash my hands tit fisbets that 
eome through the pmnp every morning thick as motelings, 
—little things that perish untimely, and never taste the 
brook. You do not tell me of those romantic land bays 
that be as thou goest to Lover's Seat ; neither of that 
little churchling in the midst of a wood (in the opposite 
direction, nine furlongs from the town), that seems 
dropped by the Angel that was tired of carrying two 
packages ; marry, with the other he made shift k) pick 
his flight to Loretto. Inquire out, and see my little 
Protestant Loretto. It stands apart from trace of human 
habitation ; yet hath it pulpit, reading-desk, and trim 
front of massiest marble, as if Bobinson Crusoe bad 
reared it to soothe himself with old church-going images. 
I forget its Christian name, and what she-saint was its 
gossip. 

You should also go to No. 13, Standgate Street, — a 
haker, who has the finest collection of marine monsters 
in ten eea counties, — sea dragons, polypi, mer-people, 
most fantastic. You have only to name the old gentle- 
man in black (not the Devil) that lodged with him a 
week (he'll remember) last July, and he will show 
courtesy. He is by far the foremost of the savaus. His 
wife is the funniest thwarting little animal ! They are 
decidedly the Lious of green Hastings. Well, I have 
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" Otir owa more chaste Theocritiu " — 
joBt luntiiig at the fault of the Grecian. 
stanza ending with, 



But I shall omit in my own copy the one stanza which 
alludes to Lord B. I suppose. It spoils the Bweetnees 
and oneness of the feeling. Cannot we think of Burns, 
or Thomson, without sullying the thought with a reflection 
out of place upon Lord Bochestcr! These verses might 
have been inscribed upon a tomb ; are in fact an epitaph ; 
satire does not look pretty upon a tombstone. Besides, 
there is a quotation in it, always bad in verse, seldom 
advisable in prose. I doubt if their having been in a 
paper will not prevent T. and E. from insertion ; but I 
shall have a thing to send in a day or two, and shall try 
them. Omitting that stanza, a very little alteration is 
wanting in the beginning of the next You see, I use 
freedom. How happily (I flatter not) you have brought 
in his subjects ; and (I suppose) his favourite measure, 
though I am not acquainted with any of his writings but 
the Farmer'g Boy. He dined with me once, and his 
manners look me exceedingly. 

I r^oice that you forgive my long silence. I continue 
to estimate my own-roof comforts highly. How could I 
remain all my life a lodger ! My garden thrives (I am 
told), though I have yet reaped nothing but some tiny 
oalad aud withered carrots. But a garden's a garden 
anywhere, and twice a garden in London. 

Somehow I cannot relish that word " Horkey." Can- 
not you supply it by circumlocution, and direct the reader 
by a note to explain that it means the Horkey. But 
Horkey chokes me in the test It nuses crowds of 

mean associations, hawking and sp g, gawky, stalky, 

mawkin I The sound is everything, in such dulcet 
modulationa 'specially. I like 

" Gilbert Meldram's stemar tones," 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lbttbr CCXXXIL] Ifovanber 22, 1823. 

Dear B. B. — I am ashamed at not acknowledgiDg 
your kind little poem, which I must needs like mnch ; 
but I protest I thought I had done it at the moment 
la it possible a letter has miacarried ] Did yon get one 
in which I sent you an extract from the poema of Loid 
Stirling 1 I ghould wonder if you did, for I sent you 
none such. There was an incipient lie etrangled in the 
birth. Some people's conscience ia ao tender ! But, in 
plain truth, I thank you very much for the verses. I 
have a very kind letter from the Laureate, with a self- 
invitation to come and shake hands with me. This is 
truly handsome and noble. 'Tis worthy of my old idea of " 
Southey. Sliall not I, t))ink you, be covered with a red 
sufiuaion ) 

You are too much apprehensive of your complaint : I 
know many that are always ailing of it, and live on to a 
good old age. I know a meny fellow (you partly know 
him) who, when hia medical adviser told him he had 
drunk away all that part, congratulated himself (now hia 
liver was gone) that he should be the longest liver of 
the two. 

The best way in these cases ia to keep yourself as 
ignorant as you can, ae ignorant as the world was before 
Galen, of the entire inner coastruction of the animal man ; 
not to be conscious of a midriff; to hold kidneys (save of 
sheep and swine) to be an agreeable fiction ; not to know 
whereabout the gall grows; to account the circidation of 
the blood an idle whimsey of Harvey's ; to acknowledge 
no mechanism not visible. For, once fix the seat of yoor 
disorder, and your fancies flux into it like bad humours. 
Those medical gentriea choose each hia favourite part ; 
one takes the lungs, another the aforesaid liver, and refer 
to that whatever in the animal economy is amiss. Above 
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all, UBe exercise, take a little more Bpiritnom liquors, learn 

to smoke, continue to keep a good conscisnce, and avoid 
tampering with hard tenna of art — viscosity, scirriiOBity, 
and those bugbears by which simple patients are scared 
into their graves. Believe the general sense of the mer- 
cantUe world, which holds that desks are not deadly. It 
is the mind, good B. B., and not the limbs, that taints 
by long sitting. Think of the patience of tailors ! Think 
how long the Lord Chancellor sits ! Think of the brood- 
ing hen I I protest I cannot answer tliy sister's kind 
inquiry ; but I judge, I shall put forth no second volume. 
More praise than buy ; and T. and H. are not particularly 
disposed for martyrs. Thou wilt see a funny passage, and 
yet a true history, of George Dyer's aquatic incursion in 
the next London. Beware his fate, when thou comest to 
Bee me at my Colebrook Cottage. I have lilled my little 
space with my little thoughts. I wish thee ease on thy 
sofa ; but not too much indulgence on it. From my poor 
desk, thy fellow-sufferer, tbie bright November, 

O.L. 



To Mm. HAZLITT. 
Lttter CCXXXI1I.1 INmemher 1823.] 

Dear Mrs. H.— Sitting down to write a letter is such 
a painful operation to Mary, that you must accept me as 
her proxy. You have seen our house. What I now tell 
you is literally true. Yesterday week George Dyer called 
upon us, at one o'clock (bright noonday), on his way to 
dine with Mrs. Barbauld at Newington. He sat with 
Mary about half an hour, and took leave. The maid saw 
him go out, from her kitchen window, but suddenly losing 
sight of him, ran up in a fright to Mary. G. D., instead 
of keeping the slip that leads to the gate, had deliberately, 
staff in hand, in broad open day, mushed into the New 
River. He had not his epectaclea on, and you know his 
absence. Who helped him out they can hardly tell, but 
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between 'em they got Lim out, dreuclied thro' and thro'. 
A mob collected by that time, and accompanied him in. 
" Send for the Doctor," they sad : and a one-eyed fellow, 
dirty and drunk, was fetched from the public<hoitse at 
the end, where it seems he lurks, for the sake of picking 
np water practice ; having formerly had a medal from the 
Humane Society for Eome rescue. By his advice the patient 
was put between blankets - and when I came home at 4 
to dinner, I found G. D. a-bed, and raving, light-headed, 
with the brandy and water which the doctor had adminis- 
tered. He sang, laughed, wliimpered, screamed, babbled 
of guardian angels, would get up and go home; but we 
kept him there by force ; and by next morning he departed 
sober, and seems to have received no injury. All my 
friends are open-mouth'd about having paling before the 
river ; but I cannot see, that because a lunatic chooses to 
walk into a river with his eyes open at midday, I am 
any the more likely to be drowned in it, coming home at 
midnight. 

I had the honour of dining at the Mansion House on 
Thursday last by special card from the Lord Mayor, who 
never saw my face, nor I his ; and aU from being a writer 
in a magazine. The dinner costly, served on massy plate ; 
champagne, pines, etc ; 47 present, among whom the 
Chairman and two other directors of the India Company. 

There's for you ! and got away pretty sober. Quite 
saved my credit. 

We continue to like our house prodigiously. 

Does Mary Hazlitt go on witli her novel 1 or has she 
begun another t I would not discourage her, though we 
continue to think it (so far) in its present state not sale- 
able. Our kind remembrances to her and hers, and you 
and yours. 

Yours truly, 0, Laub. 

I am pleased that H. liked my letter to the Laureate^ 

Mm. Hozlitt, 

Alphington, near Exeter, 
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To Me. AINSWORTtt 



Lettbr CCXXXIV.] India ffmae, Deeember 9, 1823. 

Dear Sir — I shoulil have thanked you for your books 
and complimentB sooner, but have been waiting for a 
revise to be sent, which does not corce, though I returned 
the proof on the receipt of your letter. I have read 
Warner with great pleasure. What an elaborate piece 
of alliteration and antithesis ! why it must have been a 
labour far above the most difficult versification. There 
is a fine simile or picture of Semiramis arming to repel a 
eiege. I do not mean to keep the book, for I suspect 
you are forming a curious collection, and I do not pretend 
to anything of the kind. I have not a black-letter book 
among mine, old Chaucer excepted, and am not bihlio- 
manist enough to like black-lett«r. It is painful to read ; 
therefore I must insist on returning it at opportunity, not 
irom contumacy and reluctance to be obliged, but because 
it must suit you better than me. The loss of a present 
from should never esceed the gain of a present to. I 
hold this maxim infallible in the accepting line. I 
read yonr magazines with satisfaction. I thoroughly 
agree with you as to "The German Faust," as far aa I 
can do justice to it from an English translation. 'Tis a 
disagreeable canting tale of seduction, which has nothing 
to do with the spirit of Faustus — Curiosity. Was the 
dark secret to be explored to end in the seducing of a 
weak girl, which might have been accomplished by earthly 
agency 1 When Marlow gives kix Fuustus a mistress, he 
flies him at Helen, flower of Greece, to be sure, and not 
at Miss Betsy, or Miss Sally Thoughtless. 

" Cut ia the branch that bore the goodly frait, 
And wither'd is Apollo's laural tree : 
Faustiis in dead." 

What a noble natural transition from metaphor to piaja 
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speaking ! as if the figurative had flagged in description 
of Bucti a loss, and was reduced to tell the fact simply. 

I must now thank you for your very kiud invitation. 
It is not out of prospect that I mny see Man<:)iesteT some 
day, and then I will avail myself of your kindness. But 
holidays are scarce things with me, and the laws of 
attendance are getting stronger and stronger at Leaden- 
hall. But I shall bear it in mind. Meautime eomething 
may (more prohably) bring you to town, where I shall be 
happy to see you. I am always to be fcimd (alas !) at 
my desk in tlie fore part of the day. 

I wonder why they do not send the revise. I leave 
lat« at office, and my abode lies out of the way, or I 
should have seen about it If you are impatient, perhaps 
a line to the printer, directing him to send it me, at 
Accountant's Office, may answer. You will see hj the 
scrawl that I only snatch a few minutes from intermitting 
business. 

Your obliged servant, C. Lahb. 

(If I had time I would go over this letter again, and 
dot all my t's.) 



Lbtfbk CCXXXV.l T. E., Becanler 28, 1828. 

My dear Sir — You talk of months at a time, and I 
know not what inducements to visit Manchester, Heaven 
knows how gratifying ! but I have had my little month 
of 1823 already. It ia all over; and without incurring 
a disagreeable favour I cannot so much as get a single 
holiday till the season returns with the next year. Even 
our half-hour's absences from office are set down in a 
book 1 Next year, if I atn spare a day or two of it, I, 
will come to Manchester ; but I have reasons at home 
against longer absences. 

I am so ill juat at present (an Illness of my own pro- 
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curing last night ; who is perfect I) that nothing but your 
Terj great kindness could make me write. I will bear in 
mind the letter to W, W., and you shall have it quite in 
time, before the I2th. 

My aching and confbsed head warna me to leave off. 
With a muddled sense of gratefulness, which I shall 
apprehend more clearly to-morrow, I remiun, your friend 
nnseen, 0, L 

Will your occasions or inclination bring you to London ! 

It will give me great pleasure to show you everything 
that Islington can boast, if you know the meaning of that 
very Cockney sound. We have the New River ! I am 
ashamed of this scrawl ; but I beg you to accept it Ibr 
the present I am fuli of qualms. 

" A. fod st fifty is a fool indeed." 
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CHAPTER V. 

18S4-37. 

ixnsaa to Bernard barton and others. 

To BERNAED BARTON. 
Lkitxb CCXXXVI.] January B, 1824, 

Dear B. B. — Do you know what it is to succumb 
under an uuBurmountable dny - mare, ~ " a whoreson 
lethargy," Falstaff calls it, — an infliapoaition to do any- 
thing, or to be anything, — a total deadnesa and distaste, 
a suspension of vitality, — an indifference to locality, — a 
Dumb, Boporofical, good-for-nothing ess, — an ossification 
all over, — an oyster-like insensibility to the passing 
events, — a mind-stupor,— a brawny defiance to the ueedlea 
of a thrusting-in conscience) Did you ever have a very 
bad cold, with a total irresolution to submit to water< 
gruel processes. This has been for many weeks my lot 
and my excuse. My fingers drag heavily over this paper, 
and to my thinking it is three-and-twenty furlongs from 
here to the end of this demi-sheet. I have not a thing 
to say; nothing is of more importance than another; I 
am flatter thnn a denial or a pancake ; emptier than 
Judge Park's wig when the head is in it ; duller than a 
country stage when the actors arc off it ; a cipher, an ! 
I acknowlei^ life at all, only by an occasional convul- 
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Lbtteb CCXXXVII.] January 23, 1824. 

My dear Sir — That peevish letter of mine, which was 
meant to coavej an apology for my incapacity to write, 
seems to have been taken by you in too serious a light ; 
it was only my way of telling you I had a Bevere cold. 
The fact is, I have been insuperably dull and lethargic 
for many weeks, and cannot rise to the rigour of a letter, 
much less an essay. The London must do without me 
for a time, for I have lost all interest about it; and 
whether I shall recover it again I know not. I will 
bridle my pen another time, and not teaze and puzzle yon 
with my aridities. I shaU begin to feel a little more 
alive with the Spring. Winter is to me (mild or harsh) 
always a great^al of the spirits. I am ashamed not to 
have noticed your tribute to Woolraan, whom we love so 
much. It is done in your good manner. Your friend 
Taylor called upon me some time since, and seems a very 
amiable man. His last stoiy is painfully fine. His 
book I like ; it is only too stuffed with Scripture, too 
paisonish. The best thing in it is the boy's own story. 
When I say it is too full of Scripture, I mean it is too 
fliU of direct quotations. No book can have too much 
of silent Scripture in it ; but the natural power of a story 
b diminished when the nppermost purpose in the writer 
seems to be to recommend something else, viz. Religion. 
You know what Horace says of the Deu* intenit. I am 
not able to explmu myself, — yon must do it for me. JHy 
sister's part in the " Leicester School " (about two-thirds) 
was purely her own ; as it was (to the same quantity) in 
the " Shakspeare Tales " which bear my name. I wrote 
only the "Witch Aunt"; the "First Going to CJhurch"; 
and the final story, about "A little Indian Girl" in a 
ship. Your account of my black-balling amused me. / 
think, as Quakers, thsy did right. There are some 
things hard to be understood. The more I think, the 
more I am vexed at having puzzled you vitb that 
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" Poetic Vigila " as short and Bweet aa can be deeired ; 
only have an eye on tlie proof, that the printer do not 
subatitute VirgUs, which would ill accord with your 
modesty or meaning. Your euggested motto ia antique 
enough in spelling, and modern enough in phrases, — a 
good modern antique ; but the matter of it ia germane to 
the purpose, only supposing the title proposed a vindica- 
tion of yourself from the presumption of authorship. The 
first title was liable to this objection — that if you were 
disposed to enlarge if, and the bookseller insisted on its 
appearance in two tojies, how oddly it would sound, " A 
Volume of Verse in Two Volumes, Second Edition," ete. 
You see through my wicked intention of curtailing this 
epistolet by the above device of large margin. But iu 
truth the idea of letterising has been oppressive to me of 
late above your candour to give me credit for. There is 
SoDthey, whom I ought to have thanked a fortnight ago 
for a present of the "Church Book": I have never had 
courage to buckle myself in earnest even to acknowledge 
it by six words ; and yet I am accounted by some people 
a good man I How cheap that character is acquired I 
Pay your debts, don't borrow money, nor twist your 
kitten's neck off, nor disturb a congregation, etc., your 
business is done. I know things (thoughts or things, 
thoughts are things) of myself, which would make every 
friend I haye fly me as a plague patient, I once • • •, 
and set a dog upon a crab's leg that was shoved out 
under a mas§ of sea-weeds, — a pretty little feeler. Oh 
pah ! how sick I am of that ! and a lie, a mean one, I 
fmce told ! — 1 stink in the midst of respect. I am much 
hypt The fact ia, my head is heavy, but there is hope ; 
or if not, I am better than a poor shell-fish ; not morally, 
when I set the whelp upon it, but have more blood and 
spirits. Things may turn up, and I may creep again 
into a decent opinion of myself. Vanity will return with 
sunshine. Till then, pardon my neglects, and impute it 
to the wintry solstice. 0. LIhb. 
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Lettks CCXL.] Jfarch 24, 1824. 

Dear E. B. — I hasten to Bay that if my opinion can 
strengthen you in your choice, it is decisive for your 
acceptance of what has been so handsomely offered. I 
can see nothing injurious to your most honourahlc sense. 
Think that you are called to a poetical Ministry — nothing 
worse ; the Minister is worthy of the hire. The only 
objection I feel is founded on a fear that the acceptance 
may be a temptation to you to let fall the bone (hard as 
it is) which is in your mouth, and must afford tolerable 
pickings, for the shadow of independence. You cannot 
propose to become independent on what the low state of 
interest could afford you Irom such a prmcipal as you 
mention ; and the most graceful excuse for the accepttmce 
would be, that it left you free to your voluntary functions. 
That is the less liffht part of the scruple. It has no 
darker shade. I put in dwrker because of the ambiguity 
of the word " light," which Donne, in his admirable poem 
on the Metempsychosis, has so ingenioiialy iUustrated in 
his invocation — 

"Make mj dofrTe heavy pcwm, liglU and light," 
where the two senses of light are opposed to different 
opposites. A trifling criticism. I can see no reason for 
any scruple then but what arises from youi own interest ; 
which is in your own power of course to solve. If you 
still have doubts, read over Sanderson's CaseB of {7on- 
tdaux, and Jeremy Taylor's DiicUyr Dubitantium ; the 
first a moderate octavo, the latter a folio of 900 close 
pages ; and when you have thoroughly digested the 
admirable reasons pro and con which they give for every 

possible case, you will be just as wise aa when you 

began. Every man is his own best casuist ; and ^ter 
all, as Ephraim Smooth, in the pleasant comedy of Wild 
Oats, haa it, "there is no harm in a Guinea." A fortiori 
there is less in 2000. 
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Pray express our pleasure to your father with my best 
thanks. 

I am involved in a routine of visiting among the 
faroily of Barron Field, just returned from Botany Bay. 
I shijl hardly have an open evening before Tuesday next. 
Will you come to us then % 

YouiB truly, 0. Lamb. 



To THE Hev. H. F. cart. 

Eoit India Eoutt, 
Lcttke CCXLT.] August 19, 1824. 

Dear Sir — I shall have much pleasure in dining with 
you on Wednesday next, with much shame that I have 
not noticed your kind present of the Sirde, which I 
found very chirping and whimsicaL Fhelieve at the time 
I was daily thinking of paying you a visit, and put it off 
— till I should come. Somehow it slipt, and I must 
crave your pardon. 

Youra truly, 0. L&UB. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
LxTTKB CX:!XLTI.] Auguri 1824. 

Dear B. B. — I congratulate yon on getting a house 
over your head. I find the comfort of it I am sure. At 
my town lodgings the mistress was always quarrelling 
with our mmd, and at my place of rustication the whole 
family were always beating one another, brothers beating 
sisters (one, a most beautiful girl, lamed for life), father 
beating sons and daughters, and son again beating his 
father, knocking him fairly down, a scene I never before 
witnessed, but was called out of bed by the unnatural 
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pain." The fact w, my head is seldom cool enough. I 
am dreadfully indolent To have to do anything — to 
order me a new coat, for instance, though my old buttons 
are shelled like beans — is an effort. My pen stammers 
like my tongue. What cool craniums those old inditers 
of folios must have had ! — what a mortifie<3 piUse I Well ; 
once more I throw myself on yoiir mercy. Wishing peace 
in thy new dwelling, C. Lamb. 



Lettu CCXLVIL] Septemier 30, 1824. 

lAttle book, sumamed of white. 
Clean as yet, and fair to eight, 
Keep thy attribution right. 

Never disproportion'd scrawl. 
Ugly blot (that's worse than all), 
On thy iu^en clearness fall t 

In each letter here design'd. 
Let the reader emblem'd find 
Neatness of the owner's mind. 

Gilded margins count a sin ; 
Let thy leaves attraction win 
By the golden rules within ; 

Sayings fetch'd Irom sages old ; 
Laws which Holy Writ unfold. 
Worthy to be graved in gold ; 

Lighter fencies not excluding ; 
Blameless wit, with nothing nide in, 
Sometimes mildly interluding 
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utnlate kinder uniona. It is well she leaves 

lights, — the d d Saj-hag Buemeu. She 

I peeping over me to aee I am writing no 
I come, my dear — ^Where is the Indigo 

adieus, my dear Mends, till we meet. 

oat tmly, 0. Lahb. 



To M1B8 HUTCHINSON. 

MiBB Hntchinsou — ^Mary bids me thank you 

d letter. We are a little puzzled about your 
I. UisB Wordsworth writes Torkay, and you 
y made it Torquay, Now Tokay we hsTe 
d Torbay, which we take to be the true male 
the place ; but somewhere we fency it to be 
B leaiy shores," where we heartily wish the 
«s may restore all that is invalid among yon. 
returned, and speaks much of you alL We 
)t glad to hear good news from yon from time 
he best is, Procter is at last maitied. We 
sundry attempts to see the bride, bnt have 
fiiitei^ she being gtme out a-gadding. We 
d our dear fiiends the Monkhouace — promised 
ither — a risit to them at Ramsgate; but I 
lest, and Mary seemed to have it at heart too^ 
r firom home these last bolydays. It is con- 
a sense of unsettlement, and secretly I know 
liat such abstinence would be Iriendly to her 
e certainly has esoqied her sad yearly visita- 
3r in consequence (rf it, or of feith in it, and 
be thankful for a good 1834. To get such a 
our heads nu^ go a great way another year. 
re quite confined otuselvee; but aaenming 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lbttkb CCLI.] DecembtT 1, 1324. 

Dear B. B, — If Mr. Mitford will send me ft full and 
circamstantial description of his desired vases, I will 
tranHmit the same to a gentleman resident at Canton, 
whom I think I have interest enough in to take the 
proper care for their execution. But Mr. M. must have 
patience. China ia a great way off, further perhaps than 
he thinks ; and his next year's rosea must be content to 
wither in a Wedgwood pot. He wiU please to say 
whether he should like his Arms upon them, ete. I send 
herewith some patterns which suggest theinselves to ms 
at the first blush of the subject, but he will probably 
consult his own taste after alL 

The last pattern is obviously fitted for ranuncnlnsea 
only. The two former^ may indifferently hold daisies, 
marjoram, sweet^willianis, and that sort My friend in 
Canton is Inspector of Teas ; his name is Ball ; and I can 
think of no better tunnel I shall espect Mr. M.'s 
decision. 

Taylor and Hessey finding their magazine goes off very 
heavily at 2s. 6d. are prudently going to raise their price 
another shilling ; and having already more authors than 
they want, intend to increase the number of them. If 
they set up against the New Monthly they must change 
their present hands. It is not tying the dead carcase 
of a Review to a half-dead Magazine will do their 
business. It is like George Dyer multiplying his volumes 
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year to be as long as three, i.e. to have three times ai 
much real time (time that is my own) in it ! I wandered 
about thinking I was happy, but feeling t was not. But 
that tumultuousness is passing of^ aad I begin to under- 
stand the nature of the gift Holydays, even the annual 
month, were always uneasy joys ; their conscious ftigitive- 
uess ; the craving after making the most of them. Now, 
when all is holjday, there are no holydays. I can sit at 
home, in rain or shine, without a restless impulse for 
walkings. I am daily steadying, and shall soon find it as 
natural to me to be my own master, as it has been irksome 
to have had a master. Mary wakes every morning with 
an obscure feeling that some good has happened to us. 

Leigh Hunt and Montgomery, after their releasements, 
describe the shock of their emancipation much as I feel 
mine. But it hurt their frames. I eat, drink, and sleep 
as sound as ever. I lay no anxious schemes for going 
hither and thither, but take things as they occur. Tester- 
day I excuraioned twenty miles ; to-day I write a few 
letters. Pleasuring was for fugitive play-days ; mine are 
fugitive only iu the sense that life is fugitive. Freedom 
, and life co-esistent 1 

At the foot of such a call upon you for gratulation, I 
am ashamed to advert to that melancholy event. Monk- 
house was a character I learned to love slowly, but it 
grew upon roe, yearly, monthly, daily. What a chasm 
has it made in our pleasant parties I His noble friendly 
face was always coming before me, till this hurrying 
event in my life eame, and for the time has absorbed all 
interest ; in fact it_has shaken me a little. My old desk 
companions, with whom I have had such merry hours, 
seem to reproach me for removing my lot from among 
them. They were pleasant creatures ; but to the anxieties 
of busiueaa, and a weight of possil>le worse ever impending, 
I was not equal. Tuthill and Gillman gave me my certi- 
ficates. . I laughed at the friendly lie implied in them; 
but my sister shook her head, and said it was all true. 
Indeed, this last Winter I was jaded ont : Winters were 
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I was set free on Tuesday in last week at four o'clock, 
I came home for ever ! 

I have been describing my feelings as well as I can to 
Wordsworth in a long letter, and don't care to repeat 
Take it briefly, that for a few days I was punfiilly 
oppressed by eo mighty a change, but it is becoming 
daily more natural to me. I went and sat among 'em all 
at my old thirty-three years' desk yester morning; and, 
deuce take me, if I had not yearnings at leaving all my 
old pen-and-ink fellows, merry, sociable lads, nt leaving 
them in the lurch, fag, fag, fag ! — The comparison of my 
own superior felicity gave me anything but pleasure. 

B. B., I would not serve another eeven years for seven 
hundred thousand pounds I I have got £441 net for 
life, sanctioned by Act of Parliament, with a provisian 
for Mary if she surviTea me. I will live another fifty 
years ; or, if I live but ten, they will be thirty, reckoning 
the quantity of real time in them, t'.e. the time that is 
. a man's own. Tell me how you like " Barbara S." Will 
it be received in atonement for the foolish "Vision"! — I 
mean by the lady. A-propog, 1 never saw Mrs. Crawford 
in my life ; nevertheless 'tis all true of somebody. 

Address me, in future, Colebrook Cottsge, Islington. 
I am realty nervous (but that will wear off), so take 
this brief announcement 

Tours truly, C. L. 



To Miss HUTCHINSON. 
LSTTBR CCLXIL] Jpril 18, 182S. 

Dear Miss Hutchinson — You want to know all about 
my gaol delivery. Take it then. About twelve weda 
since I had a sort of intimation that a resignation might 
be well accepted ftom me. This was a kind bird's 
whisper. On that hint I spake. Gillman and TuthUI 
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I must take leare, having put off answering a load of 
tetters to this morning ; and this, alas ! is the fiist. 
Our kindest rememhrances to Mrs. MonkhouBe, 

And believe us yours most truly, C. La3ib. 



To VINCEH"! NOVELLO. 

ColelTOok, Tuesday, 
Letter CCLXIII.] April 25, 1825. 

Dear Novello — My Bister's cold is as ohatinate as an 
old Handelian, whom a modem amateiu- is trjiiig to con- 
vert to Mozart-ifim. As company must, and always does, 
injure it, Emma and I propose to come to you in the 
evening of to-morrow, instead of meeiinff here. An early 
bread-and-cheese supper at half-past eight will oblige ua. 
Iioves to the bearer of many children. C Lxhb. 

I sign with a black seal, that you may [begin] 
to think her cold has killed Mary; which will be an 
agreeable misurpiise when you read the note. 

T. Kovella, Esq., Green, Sbauklewell. 



To WILUAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lhtteb CCLXIV.] - [Middle of May, in^.'i 

Dear W. — I write poet-hoste to ensure a fi-ank. 
Thanks for your hearty congratulations. I may now date 
ftom the sixth week of my "Hegira, or Flight from 
Leadenhall." I have Uved so much in it, that a Suram.T 
seems already past; and 'tis but early May yet with you 
and other people. How I look down on the slaves and 
drudges of the world I Ita inhabitants are a vast cotton- 
web of spin-spin-spinners ! the carldng cares I O the 
mon^-grubbers 1 Sempiternal muckwonuB I 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 
LmTBB CCLXV.] Jult/ 2, 182B. 

My dear R R — My neiroua attack has bo unfitted 
me that I have not courage to sit down to a letter. My 
poor pittance in the London you will see is drawn from 
my Bickneas. Your book is very acceptable to me, because 
most of it is new to me; but your book itself we 
cannot thank you for more sincerely than for the intro- 
duction you favoured us with to Anne Knight. Now 
cannot I write Mrs. Anne Knight for the life of me. 

She is a very pleas , but I won't write all we have 

said of her so often to ourselves, because I suspect you 
would read it to her. Only give my sister's and my 
kindest remembrances to her, and how glad we are we 
can say that word. If ever she come to Sonthwark again, 
I count upon another pleasant Bridge walk with her. Tell 
her, I got home, time for a rubber; but poor Tryphena 
will not understand that phrase of the worldling. 

I am hardly able to appreciate your volume now : 
but I liked the dedication much, and the apology for your 
bald burying grounds. To Shelley ; but that is not new. 
To the young Vesper-singer, Great Bealings, Playford, 
and what not. 

If there be a cavil, it is that the topics of religious 
consolation, however beautitiil, are repeated till a sort 
of triteness attends them. It seems as if you were for 
ever losing friends' children by death, and reminding 
their parents of the Resurrection. Do children die so 
often, and so good, in your parts 1 The topic taken from 
the consideration that tfaey are snatched awny from 
potsible vanitieg, seems hardly sound ; for to an Omniscient 
eye their conditional failings must be one with their 
actual ; but I am too unwell for theology. 

Such aa I am, 

I am yours and A[nne] K[nighf a] truly, 

aLAUBl 
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old tunes. I never could come into the custom of 
envelopes; 'tis a modem foppery ; the PliniaQ correspond- 
ence gives no hint of such. In singleness of sheet and 
meaning, then, I thank ;ou for your little book. I am 
ashamed to add a codicii of thanks for your " Book of the 
Church." I scarce feel competent to give an opinion of 
the latter ; I have not reading enough of that kind to 
venture at it. I can only say the fact, that I have read 
it with attention and interest. Being, as you know, not 
quite a Churchman, I felt a jealousy at the Church taking 
to herself the whole deserts of Christianity, Catholic and 
Protestant, from Druid extirpation downwards, I call 
all good Christians the Church, Capillarians and all. 
But I am in too light a humour to touch these matters. 
May all our churches Sourish 1 Two things staggered 
me in the poem (and one of them staggered both of us). 
I cannot away with a beautiful series of verses, as I pro- 
test they are, commencing " Jenner." 'Tis like a choice 
banquet opened with a pill or an electuary — physic stuff. 
T'other is, we cannot make out how Edith should be no 
more than ten years old. By'r Lady, we had taken her to 
be some eisteen or upwards. We suppose you have only 
chosen the round number for the metre. Or poem and 
dedication may be both older than they pretend to ; but 
then some hint might have been given ; for, as it stands, 
it may only serve some day to puzzle the parish reckon- 
ing. But without inquiring further (for 'tis ungracious 
to look iuto a lady's years), tlie dedication is eminently 
pleasing and tender, and we wish Edith May Sonthey joy 
of it. Something, too, struck us as if we iiad heard of 
the death of John May. A John May's death was a few 
years since in the papers. We think the tale one of the 
quietest, prettieet things we have seen. You have been 
temperate in the use of localities, which generally spoil 
poems laid in exotic regions. You mostly cannot stir 
out (in such things) for humming-birds and fire-flies. A 
tree is a Magnolia, etc — Can I but like the truly Catholic 
spirit 1 "Blame as thou mayest the Papist's erring 
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creed" — which, and other passages, brought me back to 
the old Anthology days, and the admonitory lesson to 
"Dear George" on the "The Vesper Bell," a little poem 
which retaioB its first bold upon me strangely. 

The compliment to the translatreas is daintily eon- 
eeired. Notliing is choicer in that sort of writing than 
to bring in some remote, impossible parallel, — as between 
a great empress and the inobtnisive quiet soul who 
digged her noiseless way so jwrseveringly through that 
nigged Paraguay mine. How she Dobrizhoffered it all 
out, it puzzles my slender Latinity to conjecture. Why 
do you seem to sanction Lander's unfeeling allegorising 
away of honest Quixote ! He may as well say Strap is 
meant to symbolise the Scottish nation before the Union, 
and Random since that act of dubious issue ; or that 
Partridge means the Mystical Man, and Lady Bellaaton 
typifies the Woman upon Many Waters. Gebir, indeed, 
may mean the state of the hop markets last month, for 
anything I know to the contrary. That all Spain over- 
flowed with romanoieal books (as Madge Newcastle 
calls them) was no reason that Geryantes should not 
smile at the matter of them ; nor even a reason that, in 
another mood, he might not multiply them, deeply as he 
was tinctured with the essence of them. Quixote is the 
father of gentle ridicule, and at the same time the very 
depository and treasury of chivnlry and highest notions. 
Marry, when somebody persuaded Cervantes that he 
meant only fun, and put him upon writing that unfor- 
tunate Second Part with tlie confederacies of that 
unworthy duke and most contemptible duchess, Cer- 
vantes sacrificed his instinct to hia understanding. 

We f;ot yonr little book but last night, being at Enfield, 
to which place we came about a month since, and are 
having quiet holjdays. Mary walks her twelve miles a 
day some days, and I my twenty on others. 'Tis all 
holyday with me now, you know. The change worka 
admirably. 

For lit«rary news, in my poor way, I have a one-act 
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with the " Spiritual Law," pages 34 and 35. It reminded 
me of QuarlcB, and " holy Mr. Herbert," as Izaak Walton 
eallB him ; the two best, if not only, of our devotional 
poeta, though some prefer Watts, aad Bome Tom Moore. 
I am far from well, or in my right spirits, and shudder 
at pen-and-ink work, I poke out a monthly crudity for 
Colbuni in his m^azine, which I cali " Popular Fallacies," 
and periodically crush a proverb or two, setting up my 
folly gainst the wisdom of nations. Do you see the 
iVVw MoaOdy ? 

One word I must object to in your little book, and 
it recurs more than once — fadeless is no geniiijc com- 
pound; loveless is, because love is a noun as well as 
verb; but what is a fade I And I do not quite like 
whipping the Greek drama upon the back of " Genesis," 
page 8. I do not like praise handed in by disparage- 
ment ; as I olgected to a side censure on Byron, etc., in 
the "Lines on Bloomfield." With these poor cavils 
excepted, your verses are without a flaw, 

C. Laub. 



Letteb CCLXXIII.] March 20, 1320. 

Dear B. B. — You may know my lettei* by tlie paper 
and the folding. Fur the former, I live on scraps obtained 
in charity from an old friend, whose stationery is ^ 
permanent perquisite ; for folding, I shall do it neatly 
when I learn to tie my neckcloths. I surprise most of 
my friends liy writing to them on ruled p;ip(T, as if I 
had not got past pot-hooks and hangers, bealing-wax, I 
have none on my establishment; wafers of the coarsest 
bran supply its place. When my epistles come to be 
weighed with Pliny's, however superior to the Roman 
in delicate irony, judicious refiectiona, etc, his gitt post 
will bribe over the judges to him. All the time I was 
at the E. I. H. I never mended a pen ; I now cut 'em to 
the stumps, marring rather than mending the primitive 
goose-quilL I cannot bear to pay for articles J ustd to 
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visitora, which was scarcely calculated for droppera-in 
from Woodbridge ; the sky does not drop such larks 
every day. My very kindest wishes to you all three, 
with my sister's best love. C. Laub. 



To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Letter CCLXXIV.l ifor«A 32, 1828. 

Dear Coleridge — We will with great pleasure be with 
you on Thursday in the next week early. May we 
venture to bring Emma with iiel Your finding out my 
style im yom- nephew's pleasant book is surprising to me, 
I want eyes to descry it. You are a little too hard upon 
his morality, though I confess he has more of Sterne 
about hiin than of Sternhold. But he saddens into 
excellent sense before the conclusion. Your query shall 
be submitted to Miss Kelly, though it is obvious that the 
pantomime, when done, will be more easy to decide upon 
than in proposal. I say, do it by all means. I have 
Decker's play by me, if you can filch anything out of it. 
Miss Gray, with her kitten eyes, w au actress, thou^ 
she shows it not at all ; and pupil to the former, whose 
gestures she mimics in comedy to the disparagement of 
her own uataral manner, which is agreeable. It is funny 
to see her bridling up her neck, which is native to F. K. ; 
but there is no setting the manners of others upon one's 
shoulders any more than their head. I am glad you 
esteem Manning, though you see but .his husk or shrine. 
He discloses not, save to select worshippers, and will 
leave the world without any one hardly but me knowing 
how stupendous & creature he is. I am perfecting my- 
self in the " Ode to Eton College " against Thursday, 
that I may not appear uncJassia I have just discovered 
that it is much better than the " Elegy." 

In haste, C. L. 

i'jS — I do not know what to say to your lateit theory 
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To BERNARD BAIITON. 
LciTBE CCLXXVII.] Maj/ 16, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I have had no spirits lately to begin a 
letter to you, though I am under obligations to you (how 
jjiany !) for your neat little poem. 'Tie just what it 
professes to be, a simple tribute, in chast« Terse, serious 

I do not know how friends will relish it, but we out- 
lyers, honorary fiiends, like it very well. I have had 
my head and ears stuffed up with the East winds: a 
continual ringing in my brain of bells Jan^ed, or the 
spheres touched by some raw angel. la it not George 
the Third trying the Hundredth Psalm 1 I get my mnsic 
for nothing. But the weather seems to be softening, and 
^ill thaw luy stunnings. Coleridge, wiiting to me a 
week or two since, begins his note — " Summer has set in 
with its usual ae^'erity." A cold Summer is all I know 
of disagreeable in cold. I do not mind the utmost 
rigour of real Winter, but these smiling hypocrites of 
Mays wither me to death. My head has been a ringing 
chaoa, like the day the winds were made, before they 
submitted to the discipline of a weathercock, before the 
quarters were maile. In the street, with the blended 
noises of life about nie, I hear, and my bead is lightened ; 
but in a room the hubbub comes back, and I am deaf as 
a sinner. Did I tell you of a pleasant sketch Hood has 
done, which he calls—" Veiy deaf indeed"'/ It is of 
a good-natured stupid -looking old gentleman, whom a 
footpad has stopped, but for his extreme deafness cannot 
make him understand what he wants. The unconscious 
old gentleman is extending his ear-truinpet very com- 
placently, and the fellow is firing a pistol into it to make 
him hear, but the ball will pierce hb skull sooner than 
the report will reach hia scnsorium. I choose a very 
little bit of paper, for my ear hisses when I bend down 
to writs. I can hardly read a book, for I miss that small 
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scribes me as a thinking man, than a man in the act of 
thought. Whatever itg pretenaiona, I know it will be 
dear to you, towards whom I should wish my thougbst 
to flow in a sort of an undress rather than in the ujore 
studied graces of diction. 

I am, dear Coleridge, yours sincerely, C. La3ib. 



To J. B. DIBDIN. 
Lkttkr CCLXXIX.] Friday, some day in Jung, 1826. 

Dear D. — My first impulse upon opening your letter 
was pleasure at seeing your old neat hand, nine parts 
gentlemanly with a modest dash of the clerical ; my second, 
a Thought, natural enough this hot weather^am I to 
answer all thisi Why 'tis as long as those to the 
Ephesiana and Galatians put together, I have counted 
the words for curiosity. ... I never knew an enemy to 
puns who was not an ill-natured man. Your fair critic in 
the coach reminds me of a Scotchman who aasured me 
he did not see much in Shakspeare. I replied, I dare say 
not. He felt the equivoke, looked awkward and reddish, 
. but soon returned to the attack by saying that he thought 
Bums was as good aa Shakspeare. I said that I had no 
doubt he was^to a Scotchman. We exchanged no more 
words that day. Your account of the fierce faces in the 
Hangings, with the presumed interlocution of the Eagle 
and the Tiger, amused us greatly. You cannot be so very 
bad while you can pick mirth ofi' from rotten walls. But 
let me hear you have escaped out of your oven. . . . Your 
business, I take it, is bathing, not Ixiking. 

Let me hear that you have clambered up to Lover's Seat : 
it is as fine in that neighbourliood as Juan Fernandez — as 
lonely, too, when the Fishing-boats are not out ; I have sat 
for hours, staring upon a shipless sea. The salt sea is never 
80 grand as when it is left to itself. One cock-boat spoils 
it— a sea-mew or two improves it And go to the httla 
church which is a very Protestant Loretto, and seems dropt 
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bj BOme angel for the use of a hermit who waa at once 
parishioner and a whole parish. It is not too big. Qo 
in the night ; bring it away ia your portmanteau, and I 
will plant it in my garden. It must have been erected 
in the very infancy of British Christianity, for the two or 
three first converts ; yet with it all the appertances of a 
diurch of the fijBt magnitude — its pulpit, its pews, its 
baptismal font ; a cathedral in a nut-^elL Seven people 
would crowd it like a Caledonian Chapel The minister 
that divides the Word there must give lumping penny- 
worths. It ia built to the test of "two or three assembled 
in my name." It reminds me of the grain of mustard 
seed. If the glebe-land is proportionate it may yield two 
potatoes. Tithes out of it could be no more split tiian a 
hair. Its First fruits must he its Laat, for 'twould never 
produce a couple. It is truly the strait and narrow way, 
and few there be (of London visitants) that find it. The 
still small TOice is surely to lie found there, if anywhere. 
A sound iiig -board is merely there far ceremony. It is 
secure &om earthquakes, not more from sanctity than 
size, for 'twould feel a mountain thrown upon it no more 
than a taper-worm would. Go and see, but not withiyut your 
gpectacleg. By the way, there's a capital tarm-iionse two- 
thirds of the way to the Lover's Seat, with incomparable 
plum cake, ginger-beer, etc. Mary bids me warn you not 
to read the ATuUomy of Melancholy in your present low 
way. You'll fancy youreelf a pipkin or a headless bear, 
as Burton speaks of. You'll be lost in a maze of remedies 
for a labyrinth of diseasements — a plethora of cures. 
Read Fletcher ; above all the Spanish Curate, the Tki^f, 
or Little Night Walker, the Wit Without Money, and the 
Lovers Pilgrimage. Laugh and come home fat. Neither 
do we think Sir T. Browne quite the thing for you just 
at present. Fletcher is as light as soda-n-ater. Brewne 
and Burton are too strong potions for an Invalid. And 
don't thumb and dirt the books. Take care of the bind- 
ings. Lay a leaf of silver paper under 'em as you read 
them. And don't smoke tobacco over 'em — the leaves 
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will fall ID and burn or dirty their namcBakea. If you 
find any dusty atoms of tlie Inilinn Weed crumbled up iu 
the Beaumont and Fletcher, they are mine. But then, 
you know, so is the Folio also. A pipe and a comedy of 
Fletcher's tlie last thing of a night is the best recipe for 
light dreams, and to scatter away Nightmarea. ProbatuTn 
eet. But do as you like about the former. Only, eut the 
Baker's. You will come home eke all crust ; Rankings 
must chip you before you can appear in his counting-houTe. 
And, my dear Peter Fin Juur., do contrive to aee the sea 
at least once before you return. You'll be asked about 
it in the Old Jewry. It will appear singular not to have 
Been it. And rub up your Muse— the family Muse — and 
Bend us a rhyme or so. Don't waste your wit upon that 
damned Dry Salter. I never knew but one Dry Salter who 
could relish those mellow effusions, and he broke. You 
knew Tommy Hill, the wittiest of Dry Salters. Dry 
Saltera I what a word for this thirsty weather ! I must 
drink after it. Here's to thee, my dear Dibdin, and to 
our having you again snug and well at Oolebrooke. But 
our nearest hopes are to hear again from you shortly. 
An epistle only a quarter as agreeable as your last would 
be a treat. 

Yours moat truly, 0. Laub. 

Timothy B. Dibdin, Esq., 

No. S, Bluclier Bow, 

Priory, Haatinglb 



LnTEB CCLXXX] JvHy U, 1826. 

Because you boast poetic giandsire, 
And rhyming kin, both uncle and sire. 
Dost think that none but t/ieir descendings 
Can tickle folks with double endings ? 
I had a Dad that would for half a bet 
Have put down thine thro' half the alphabet 
Thou who would be Dan Prior the Second, 
For Dan Posterior must be reckoned. 
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In fwth, dear Tim, your rhymes are aloveDly, 

As a man may Bay, dough-baked and ovenly i 

Tedioua and long as two Long Acres, 

And smell most vilely of the Baker's. 

(I have been cursing every limb o' thee, 

Because I could not hitch in Timothy, 

Jack, Will, Tom, Dick's a serioug evil, 

But Tim, plwu Tim'e the veiy Devil). 

Thou most incorrigible scribbler. 

Right Watering Place and Cockney Dribbler, 

What child, that barely understands A 

B O, would ever dream that stanza 

Would tinkle into rhjnne with " Plan, Sir''t 

Go, go — you are not worth an answer. 

I had a sire, that at plain Cmmbo 

Had hit you o'er the head a damn'd blow. 

How now t may I die game, and you die brass, 

But I had stol'n a quip from Hudibras I 

'Twas thinking on that fine old suttler. 

That was in faith a second Butler ; 

Had as queer rhymes aa he, and subtler. 

He would have put you to 't this weathw 

For rattling syllables together. 

Khymed you tadeath, like " rats in Ireland," 

Except that he was born in High'r Land. 

His chimes, not cramped like thine, and rung ill, 

Had made Job split bis sides on dunghill. 

There was no limit to bis merryings 

At christ'nings, weddings, nay at buiyings. 

No undertaker would live near him, 

Those grave practitioners did fear him ; 

Mutes, at his merry mops, turned " vocal," 

And fellows, hired for silence, " epoke aU." 

No hody could be laid in cavity 

Long as he lived, with proper gravi^. 

His mirth-fraught eye had but to glitter, 

And every mourner round must titter. 

Tlie Parson, prating of Mount Hermon, 
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and reluctantly coming to an end, because vben ttiat is 
done, what can you do till dinner) You cannot go to 
the Beach, for the rain ia drownfng the sea, turning rank 
ThetiB fresh, taking the brine out of Ncptnne'a pickles, 
while mennaids Bit upon rocks with unibrellas, their ivory 
combs sheathed for spoiling in the wet of waters foreign 
to them. You cannot go to the Library, for it's shut. 
You are not retigiouB enough to go to Church. it is 
worth while to cultivate piety to the gods, to have 
something to fill the heart up on a wet Sunday. Yoti 
cannot cast accounts, for your Ledger is being eaten up 
with moths in the Ancient Jewry. You cannot play at 
Draughts, for there is none to play with you, and besides 
there is not a draught-board in the house. You cannot 
go to market, for it closed last night. You cannot look 
into the shops, their backs are shut upon you. You 
cannot while away an hour with a friend, for you have 
no friend round that Wrekin. You cannot divert your- 
self with a stray acquaintance, for you have picked none 
up. You cannot bear the chiming of Bells, for they 
invite you to a banquet where yon are no visitant. You 
cannot cheer yourself with the prospect of tw-morrow^s 
letter, for none come on Mondays. You cannot count 
those endless vials on the mantlepiece with any hope of 
Toaking a variation in their numbers. You have counted 
your spiilers : your Bastile is exhausted. You sit and 
deliberately curse your hard exile from all familiar sights 
and sounds. Old Banking poking in his head unex- 
pectedly would just now be as good to you as Grimaldi. 
Anything to deliver you from this intolerable weight of 
enmii. You are too ill to shake it off : not ill enough to 
submit to it, and to lie down as a Lamb under it. The 
Tyranny of sickness is nothing to the cruelty of Con- 
valescence : 'tis to have Thirty Tyrants for one. That 
pattering rain drops on your brain. You'll be worse 
after dinner, for you must dine at one to-day that Betty 
may go to afternoon service. She insists upon having 
her chopped hay. And then when she goes out^ who 
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with whom, however, I have done, I should elae have 
run short ; for I only just make ends meet. We will 
wait the arrival of the trinkets, and to ascertain their 
full expense, and then bring in the bill. Don't mention 
it, for I daresay 'twoB mere thoughtlessness. I am eorry 
you and yoiu-s have any plagues about dross matters. I 
have been sadly piuzled at the defalcation of more than 
one-third of my income, out of which when entire I saved 
nothing. But cropping off wine, old books, eta etc., in 
short, all that can be called pocket-money, I hope to be 
able to go on at the cottage. Remember, 1 beg of you 
not to say anything to Mitford, for if he be honest it will 
vex him : if not, which I ae little expect as that you 
should be, I have a hank still upon the jars. 

Colburu had something of mine in last month, which 
he has had in hand these seven months, and had lost, or 
couldn't find room for : I was used to different treatment 
in the Zondon, and have forsworn periodicals. I am 
going thro' a course of reading at the Museum : the 
Garrick plays, out of part of which I formed my speci- 
mens. I have two thousand to go thro' , and in a few 
weeks have despatched the tytbe of 'em. It is a sort of 
office to me ; hours, ten to four, the same. It does me 
good. Man must have regular occupation, that has been 
used to it. 

So A. K. keeps a school ; she teaches nothing wrong, 
III answer for't. I have a Dutch print of a school- 
mistress ; little old-fashioned Fleminglings, with only oue 
face among them. She a princess of a schoolmistress, 
wielding a rod for form more than use ; the scene, an old 
monastic ehapel, with a Madonna over her head, looking 
just as serious, as thoughtful, as pure, as gentle as her- 
self 'Tis a type of thy friend. 

Will you pardon my neglect 1 Mind, again I say, 
don't show this to M. ; let me wait a little longer to 
know the event of his luxuriea I am sure he is a good 
fellow, tho' I made a serious Yorkshire lad stare when I 
said he was a clergyman. He is a pleasant layman 
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Rpoiled. Heaven seud him bia jare uncrack'd, and me 

YouTB, with kindest wiBtea to your dau^ter and 
triead, in which Mary joins, 0, L 

Lettee CCLXXSIV.] [Sirf 0/1825.] 

Dear B. B. (the 5wiy Bee, ss Hood after Dr. Watts 
apostrophises thee, and well dost thou deserve it for thy 
labours in the Muses' gardens, wandering over parterres 
of Think-on-mee and Forget-me-nots, to a total impossi- 
bility of forgetting thee), thy letter waa acceptable, thy 
scruples may be dismissed, thou art rectaa in euHd, not 
a word more to be said, verbum tapieati, and so forth, 
the matter is decided with a white stone, classically, mark 
me, and the apparitions vanish'd which haunted me, only 
the cramp, Caliban's distemper, clawing me iji the calvish 
part of my nature, makes me ever and anon roar bulliahly, 
squeak cowardiahly, and limp cripple-iahly. Do I write 
c[uakerly and simply, 'tis my most Master Mathews's like 
intention to do it. See Ben Jousou. — I think you told 
me your acquaintance with the Drama was confin'd to 
Shakspeare and Miss Baillie : some read only Milton and 
Croly. The gap is as from an ananaa to a turnip. I 
have fighting in my head the plots, characters, situations, 
and sentiments of 400 old plays (bran new to me) which 
I have been digesting at the Museum, and my appetite 
sharpens to twice as many more, which I mean to course 
over this Winter. I can scarce avoid dialogue fashion in 
this letter. I soliloquise my meditations, and habitually 
speak dramatic blank verse without meaning it. Do jou 
see Mitford ) He will tell you something of my labours. 
Tell him I am sorry to have missed seeing him, to have 
talked over those old Treasures. I am still more sorry 
for his missing Pots. But I shall be sure of the earliest 
inteUigeace of the Lost Tribes. His Sacred Specimens 
are a thankful addition to my shelves. Marry, I could 
wish be had been more careM of corrigenda. I have 
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effect ; and poor deaf Richard, and the more helpleaa for 
being ao, ie thrown on the wide world. 

Mj first motive in writing, and indeed in calling on 
you, was to ask if you were enough acquainted with any 
of the Benchera to lay a plain statement before them of 
the circumetanceB of the family. I almost fear not, for 
you are of another hall. But if you can oblige me and 
my poor friend, who is now insensible to any favours, 
pray exert yourself. You cannot say .too much good of 
poor Norria and his poor wife. 

Youra ever, Chables Laub. 

To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Lrttbe CCLXXXVL] January 25, 1827. 

My dear AUsop-— I cannot forbear thanking you for 
your kind interference with Taylor, whom I do not expect 
to see in lis^te at Islington. 

It is hardly weather to ask a dog up here, but I need 
hardly aay how happy we shall be to see yoa I cannot 
be out of evenings tiU John Frost be routed. We came 
home from Newman St. the other night late, and I was 
crampt all night. 

Lovea to Mrs. Alleop. 

Yours truly, 0. L, 

To WILLIAM HONE. 
LiTTEB CCLXXXVIL] Janiuay 27, 1827. 

Dear Sir — It is not unknown to you, that about 
Bisteen jeata since I published "Specimens of English 
Dramatic Poets who lived about the time of Shakspeare." 
For the scarcer plays, I had recourse to the collection 
bequeathed to the British Museum by Mr. Garrick. 
But my time was but short ; and my subsequent leisure 
baa discovered in it a treasure rich and exhaustless beyond 
what I then imagined. In it ia to be found almost every 
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Letteb CCLXXXIX.] l3£arA 20, ] 827.] 

Damnable erratum (can't you notice it !) in the last 
line but two of the last Extract in iVo. 9, Garrick 
Flays— 

" Blnaliiiig forth golden buF and gloriaus i«d :" 

A Bun-bright line spoil'd. 
67. Blush for Blviking. 

N.B. — The general Number was excellent Also a 
few lines higher — 

" EeslTBined Liberty attoin'd ia sweet " 
should have a full stop, 'Tis the end of the old man's 
speech. These little blemishes kill such delicate thinp : 
prose feeds on grosser puoctualitiea. You have now 3 
Numbers in hand ; one I sent you yesterdaj. Of course 
I send no more till Sunday week. 

P.S. — Omitted above — " Dear Hone." 0, L. 

Hr. Hon«, 

No. 22, Belviders Place, 
Soathnark. 



To B. R HAYDON. 

Lkteb CCXC] March 1827. 

Dear RaSaele Haydon — Did the mttid tell you I came 
to see your picture, not on Sunday but the day before 1 
t think the face and bearing of the Bucephalus tamer 
very noble, his flesh too effeminate or painty. The ekin 
of the female's back kneeling is much more camous. I 
had sraall time to pick out praise or blame, for two lord- 
like Bucks came in, upon whose strictures my presence 
seemed to impose restriunt ; I plebelan'd off therefore. 
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I think I hare hit- on a subject for yon, but c&n't 
Bwear it was never esecnkd — I never heard of ita being 
— " Cbaucer beating a Franciscan Friar in Fleet Street," 
Think of the old dresses, houses, etc " It eeemeth that 
both these lenmed men (Qower and Chaucer) were of the 
Inner Temple ; for not many years since Master Buckley 
did see a record in the same house where Geoffry Chaucer 
was fined two shillings for beating a -Fraaciacan Friar in 
Fleet Street." 

Yours in haste (salt fish waiting), (X Lamb. 



To VINCENT NOTELLO. 

Lettbr CCXCI.] JprU 1827. 

Dear Sir — I conjure you, in the name of all the Sylvan 
Deities, and of the Muses, whom you honour, and they 
reciprocally love and honour yoo, rescue thie old and 
passionate DUly — the very flower of an oM, forgotten 
Paxtoral, which, had it been in all parts equal, the 
Faithful Sktphffrdem of Fletcher had been but a second 
name in this sort of Writing — rescue it from the profane 
hands of evei; Common Composer ; and in one of your 
tranquillest moods, when you have most leisure from 
those sad thoughts which sometimes unworthily beset 
you — yet a mood in itself not unallied to the better sort 
of melancholy — laying hy, for once, the lofty Organ, with 
which you shake the Temples, attune, as to the Pipe of 
Paris himself, to some milder and love-accord ing instru- 
ment, this pretty Courtship between Paris and his (then- 
not-as-yet-forsaken) (Enone. Oblige me, and all more 
knowing Judges of Music and of Poesy, by the adaptation 
of fit musical numbers, which it only wants, to be the 
nrest Love Dialogue in our Language, 

Your Implorer 0. L 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 
Lftteb CCXCir.] [May 1827.] 

Sir — A correspondent in your last nnmber rather 
bastilf asserta that there is no other authority tboa 
Davenport's Tragedy for the poisoning of Matilda by 
King John. It oddly enough happens, that in the eame 
number appears an extract from a play of Heywood's, of 
an older date, in two parts, in which play the fact of 
such poisoning, as well as her identity with Maid Marian, 
are equally established. Michael Drayton, also, hath a 
legend confirmatory (ao far as poetical authority can go) 
of the violent manner of her death. But neither he nor 
Davenport confounds her with Kobin's mistress. Besides 
the named authorities, old Fuller, I think, somewhere 
relates, aa matter of chronicle-history, that old Fitzwater 
{he is called Fitzwater both in Heywood and in Daven- 
port), being banished after his daughter's murder, — some 
years subsequently, King John, at a tournament in 
France, being delighted with the valiant bearing of a 
combatant in the lists, and enquiring his name, was told 
it was his old servant, the banished Fitzwater, who 
desired nothing more heartily than to be reconciled to 
his liege ; and an affecting reconciliation followed. In 
the common collection, called "Robin Hood's Grarland" 
(1 have not seen Eitpon's), no mention is made, if I 
remember, of the nobility of Marian. Is she not the 
daughter of old Squire Gamwell, of Gamwell Halll 
Sorty that I cannot gratify the curiosity of your " dis- 
embodied spirit" (who, as such is, methinks, sufliciently 
" veiled " from our notice) with more authentic testi- 
monies, I rest, 

Your humble Abstractor, 0. L 
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It hung up fronting my old cobwebby folios and battered 
furniture (the fruit piece has resumed its place), aud was 
much better than a spick and span one. But if your 
room be very neat aud your orter picturei bright with 
gilt, it shoidd be so too. I cau't judge, not having seen, 
but my dingy study it suited, 

Mutin's "Belshoxzar" (the picture) I have seen. 
Its architectural effect is stupendous; but the human 
figures, the squalling contorted little antics that are 
playing at being frightened, like children at a sham 
ghost, who half know it to be a mask, are detestable. 
Then the letters are nothiog more than a traneparencj 
lighted up, Buch aa a Lord might order t» be lit up on a 
sudden at a Christinas gambol, to scare the ladies. The 
type ie as plain as Baskerville's : they should have been dim, 
full of mystery, letters to the mind rather than the eye. 

Rembrandt has painted only Belshazznr and a courtier 
or two (taking a part of the banquet for the whole), not 
fribbled out a mob of fine folks. Then everything is so 
distinct, to the very necklaces, and that foolish little 
prophet. What one point is there of interest 1 The 
ideal of such a subject is, that you the spectator ehould 
see nothing but what at the time you would have seen, — 
the haTid; and the King, — not to be at leisure to make 
tailor-remarks on the dresses, or, Dr. Kitchener-like, to 
examine the good things at table. 

Just such a confused piece is his "Joshua," frittered 
into a thousand fragments, little armies here, little armies 
there — you should see only the S-un and Joskua. If I 
remember, he has not left out that luminary entirely; 
but for Joshua, I was ten minutes a finding him out. 
Still he is showy in all that is not the human figure 
or the preternatural interest ; but the first are below a 
drawing-school girl n attainment, and the last is a phan- 
tasmagoric trick, — ' Now you shall see what you shall 
see, dare is Balshazar and dare is Daniel" 

You have my thoughts of iiL, and so adieu ! 
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Dash is frightful this morning. He whines and 
stands up on liis hind legs. He misses Becky, who is 
gone to town. I took him to Barnet the other day, 
and he couldn't eat liis vittles after it. Pray God hia 
intellectuals be not slipping. 

Mary is gone out for some soles. I suppose 'tis no 
use to ask you to come and partake of 'em ; else there is 
ft steam vessel. 

I am doing a tragi-comedy in two acts, and hare got 
on tolerably ; but it will be refused, or worse: I never 
had luck wiUi anything my name was put ta 

0, 1 am so poorly ! I waked it at my cousin's the 
booktander, who is now with God; or, if he is not, 'ti» 
no fault of mine. 

We hope the Frank wines do not disagree with Mrs. 
P . By the way, I like her. 

Did you ever taste frogs 1 Get them if you can. They 
are like little Lilliput rabbits, only a thought nicer. 

How sick I am !— not of the world, but of the widow's 
shrub. She's sworn under £6000, but I think sho 
perjured herself She howls in E ^, and I comfort her 
in B flat You nnderstand music 1 

If you hav'n't got Massinger, you have nothing to do 
but go to the first BibIiothk[ue you can light upon at 
Boulogne, and ask for it (Gifl'ord's' edition) ; and if they 
hav'n't got it you can have "Athalie" par Monsieur 
Racine, and make the best of it But that "Old Law" 
is delicious. 

" No shrimps 1" (that's in answer to Mary's question 
about how the soles are to be done). 

I am uncertain where this wandering letter may reach 
you. What you mean by Poste Restinte, God knows. Do 
you mean I must pay the postage^ So I do, to Dover. 

We liad a merry passage with the widow at the 
Commons. She was howHng — part howling and part 
giving directions to the proctor — when crash ) down went 
my sister through a crazy chair, and made the clerks 
grin, and I grinned, and the widow tittered, and then I 
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were with your veiy kind remembering of ub {who have 
unkindly run away from all our friends) before you go. 
Ferhapa you are gone, and then my tropes are wasted. 
If any piece of better fortune has hghted upon you than 
you expected, but less than we wish you, we are rejoiced. 
We are here trying to like solitude, but have scarce 
enough to justify the experiment. We get some, how- 
ever. The six days are our Sabliath ; the Beveuth — why, 
Cockneys will come for a little fresh air, and so — 

But by your month, or October at furthest, we hope 
to see Islington : I, like a giant refresliDd with the leaving 
off of wine ; and Mary, pining for Mr. Moxon's books 
ftud Mr. Moxon's society. Then we shall meet. 

I am busy with a farce in two acts ; the incidents 
tr^-comic. I can do the dialogue comirtfj/ for : but the 
damned plot — I beUeve I must omit it altogether. The 
scenes come after one another like geese, not marshalling 
like cranes or a Hyde Park review. The story is as 
Bimple as G[eorge] D[yer], and the language plain as 
his spouse. The characters are three women to one 
man ; which is one more than laid hold on him in the 
" Evangely." I think that prophecy squinted towards 
my drama. 

I want some Howard Paine to sketch a skeleton of 
artfully succeeding scenes through a whole play, as the 
couraes are arranged in a cookery book : I to find wit, 
passion, sentiment, character, and the like trifles ; to lay 
in the dead colours, — I'd Titianesque 'em up : to mark 
the channel in a cheek (smooth or turrowed, yours or 
mine), and where tears should course I'd draw the Ti'aters 
down : to say where a Joke should couie in or a pun be 
left out : to bring my personte on and off like a Beau 
Nash ; and I'd Frankenstein them there r to bring three 
together on the stage at once ; they are so shy with me, 
that I can get no more than two ; and there they stand 
till it ia the time, without being the season, to withdraw 
them. 

I am teaching Emma Latin to qualiQr her for a superior 
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Street, London ; they and she — God help 'em ! — at New 
York I have just received Godwin's third volume of 
the Hepuhlie, which only reaches to the commencement 
of the Protectorate. I think he means to spin it out to 
his life's thread. Have you Been Fearn's Anti-Tooke 7 
I am no judge of auch tilings — you are; but I think it 
very clever indeed. If I knew your bookBcUer, I'd order 
it for you at a venture : 'tis two octavos, Longman and 
Co. Or do you read nowl Tell it not in the Admiralty 
Court, but my head aclies hettemo vino. I can scarce 
pump up words, much less ideas, congruous to be Bent so 
far. But your son must have this by to-night'a post . . . 
Manning is gone to Rome, Naples, etc., probably to touch 
at Sicily, Malta, Guernsey, etc ; but I doa't know the 
map. Hazlitt is resident at Paris, whence he pours his 
lampoons in safety at his friends in England. He has 
his boy with him. I am teaching Emma Latin. By the 
time you can answer this, she will be qualified to instruct 
young ladies : she is a capital English reader : and S. T. 0. 
acknowledges that a part of a passage in Milton she read 
better than he, and part he read best, her part being the 

shorter. But, seriously, if Lady St (oblivious 

pen, that was about to wiite Mrs. f) could hear of such 
a young person wanted {she smatters of French, some 
Italian, muaic of course), we'd send our loves by her. My 
congratulations and assurances of old esteem. C L. . 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
LiTTBR CCXCTIII.] Augua 10, 1827. 

Dear B. B. — I have not been able to answer you, for 
we have had and are having (I just snatch a moment) 
our poor quiet retreat, to which wo fled from society, 
full of company — some staying with us; and this 
moment, as I write, almost, a heavy importation of two 
old ladies has come in. Whither can I take wing from 
the oppression of human faces] Would I were in a 
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Even now he is vhettiug one of bia smalleBt razors to 
dean wipe me out, perhaps. Well I 



To WILLIAM HONE. 
Lettm CCXCIX.] lAugiul 10, 1827.] 

My dear Hone — We are both esceBsively grieved at 
dear Matilda's illness, whom we have ever regarded with 
the greatest respect. Pray God, your next news, which 
we shall e^cpect most anxiously, shall give hopes of her 
recovery. 

Mary keeps her health very well, and joins in kind 
remembrances and best wishes. 

A few more Numbers (about 7) will empty my 
Extract Book ; then we will consult about the " Speci- 
mens." By then, I hope you will be able to talk about 
busineBB. How you continue your book at all, and bo 
well, in trying, circumstances, I know not. But dont 
let it stop. Would to God I could help you ! — but wo 
have the house full of company, which we came to avoid. 

God bleaa you. O. It 

Mr. Hone, 

22, Belvidere Place, 
Southwark. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Leiteb CCC] Aufftat 28, 1827. 

Dear B. B. — I am thankful to you for your ready 
compliance with my wishes. Emma is delighted with 
your verses, to which I have appended this notice, " The 
sixth line refers to the child of a dear friend of the 
author's, named Emma," without which it must be obecure, 
and have sent it with four album poems of my own (your 
daughter's with your heading, requesting it a place next 
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over old poetry with you of which I have much, and ywi, 
I think, little. Do your Dnimmonds allow no holidays T 
I would willingly come and work for you a three weeks 
or so, to let you loose. Would I could sell or give you 
some of my leisure ! FosiUvely, the best thing a man 
can have to do is nothing, and next -to that perhaps- 
good works. I am but poorlyish, and feel myself writing 
a dull letter ; poorlyish from company ; not generally, 
for I never was better, nor took more walks, fourteen 
milea a day on an average, with a sporting dog. Sash. 
You would not know the plain poet, auy more than he 
doth recognise James Nayler trick'd out au deaerpoy 
(how do you spell it )) £n passant, J'aime entendre de 
vvm bon homme sur surveillance de eroix, ma pas VhomrM 
figuraiif. Do you uuderatand me % C. Lamb. 



To WILLIAM HONE. 
Lbttbk CCCL] Sunday, Seplember 2 [1827]. 

Dear Hone — By the verses in yesterday's Table Book, 
sign'd *, I judge you are going on better ; but / watU to 
be resol-i/d. Allsop promised to call on you, and let me 
know, but has not. Pray attend to this ; and send me 
the number before the present (pages 225 to 256), which 
my newsman has neglect'd. Your book improves every 
week. I have written hero a thing in 2 acts, and sent 
it to Gov* Qard. 

Yours, C Lamb. 

To J. E. DIBDIHr. 
LETTEIt CCCII.l September 6, 1827. 

Dear Dib. — Emma Isola, who is with us, has opened 
an album .■ bring some verses with you for it on Satur- 
day evening. Any /un will do. I am teaching her 
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To THOMAS HOOD. 
Lbttbr CCCIV.] Tnaday IScpkinier 18, 1827.] 

Dear Hood — If I have anything in my head, I will 
send it to Mr. Watts. Strictly speaking, he should have 
had my album-veraea, but a very intimate friend impor- 
tun'd ine for the trifles, and I believe I forgot Mr. Watts, 
or loat Bight at the time of his similar souvftir. Jamieson 
conveyed the farce from me to Mrs. C, Kemble ; he will 
not be in town before the 27th. Give our kind loves to 
all at Highgate, and tell them that we have finally torn 
ourselves outright away from Colebrooke, where I had rao 
health, and are about to domiciliate for good at Enfield, 
where I have experienced good. 

" Lord, wliat good tiours do ve ke«p 1 
How quietly we sleep ! " 

See the rest in the Complete Angler. 

Wb have got our books into our new house. I am a 
dray-horse, if I waa not asham'd of the undigested, 
dirty lumber, as I toppled 'em out of the cai-t, and biest 
Becky that came with 'em for her having an unatufPd 
brain with such rubbish. We shall get in by Michael's 
Mass. Twaa with some pain we were evuls'd from Cole- 
brook. You may find some of our fleah sticking to the 
door-posts. To change habitations is to die to them; 
and in my time I have died seven deaths. But I don't 
know whether every such change does not bring with it 
a rejuvenescence. 'Tis an enterprise ; and shoves back 
the sense of death's approsi mating, which, tho' not terrible 
to me, is at all times particularly distasteful. My house- 
deaths have generally been periodical, recurring after 
seven years ; but this last is premature by half that 
time. Cut off in the flower of Colebrook ! The Middle- 
tonian stream, and all its echoes, mourn. Even minnows 
dwindle. A parvUJiuiU minimi/ I fear to invite Mm 
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they are only for Mrs. H.'s perusal. They will shew, at 
least, that one of our party is not willing to cut old 
friends. What to call 'em I don't know. Blank verse 
they are not, because of the rhymes; rhymes they are 
not, because of the blank verse; heroics they are not, 
because they are lyric ; lyric they are not, because of the 
heroic measure. They must be call'd JEmmaica. 



To J. B. DIBDIK. 
t.ixrzB CCCV.] Seplemitr 18, 1827, 

My dear, and now more so, Joha — How that name 
smacks ! What an honest, full, English, and yet withal 
holy and apostolic sound it bears, above the methodistical 
priggish Bbboppy name of Timothy, under which I had 
obscured your merits ! 

What I think of the paternal verses you shall read 
within, which I assure you ia not pea pnuse but heart 
pimse. 

It is the gem of the Dibdin Muses. I have got all 
my books iuto my new house, and their readers in a fort- 
night will follow, to whose joint converse nobody shall be 
more welcome than you, and any of pours. 

The house is perfection to our use and comfort. 
Milton ia come. I wish Wordsworth were here to meet 
him. The next importation is of pots and saucepans, 
window curtains, crockery, and such base ware. 

The pleasure of moving, when Becky moves for you. 
O the moving Becky 1 I hope you will come and warm 
the house with the first. 

From my temporary domicile, Enfield. 

Elia, that " ia to ga" 
Mr. John Dibdln, 

Messni. Kanfcing^ 
014 Jewry. 
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collected. But nothing is bo deceitful as mad people, to 
those who are not used to them. Try him with hot 
^I'ater : if he won't lick it up it is a, sign he does not like 
it Docs his tail wag horizont^ly, or perpendicularly! 
That has decided the fate of many dogs in Enfield. la 
his general deportment cheerful ! I mean when he is 
pleased — for otherwise there is no judging. You csu't 
be too careful. Has he bit any of the children yet 1 If 
he has, have them shot, and keep kirn for curiosity, to 
see if it was the hydrophobia. They say all our army iu 
India had it at one time ; but that was iu Hyder-kWy'a 
time. Do you get pauncli for him 1 Take care the sheep 
was Sana You might pull out bis teeth (if he would let 
you), and then yon need not mind if he were as mad as 
a Bedlamite. It would be rather fun to see his odd ways. 

It might amuse Mrs. P and the children. They'd 

have more sense than he. He'd be like a fool kept in a 
family, to keep the household in good humour with their 
own understanding. You might teach him the mad 
dance, set to the mad howL Madge Owlet would be 
nothing to him. "My ! how he capers !" [In the margin 
is written, " One of tlie children gpeaks (Ai's."] . . What 
I scratch out is a German quotation, from Lessing, on 
the bite of rabid animals ; but I remember you don't read 

Germaa But Mrs. P niay, so I wish I had let it 

Btand. The meaning in English is — " Avoid to approach 
an animal suspected of madness, as you would avoid fire 
or a precipice," which I think is a sensible observation. 
The Germans are certainly profounder than we. If the 
slightest suspicion arises in your breast that all is not 
right with him, muzzle him and lead him in a striug 
(common pack-thread will do — he don't care for twist) 
to Mr. Hood's, liis quondam master, and he'll take him in 
at any time. You may mention your suspicion, or not, 
aa you like, or as you think it may wound or not Mr. H.'s 
feelings. Hood, I know, will wink at a few follies in 
Dash, in consideration of his former sense. Besides, Hood 
is deaf, and if you hinted anything, ten to one he would 
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To J. B. DIBDIN. 
Lbitbe CCCIX.] October % 1827. 

My dear Dibdin — It gives me great pain to have to 
Bay that I cannot have the pleasure of Beeing you for 
some time. We are in our house, but Mary has been 
seized with one of her periodictil dieorders — a temporary 
derangement — which commonly lasts for two months. 
You shall ha?e the first notice of her convalescence. Can 
you not send your manuscript by the coach 1 directed to 
Chase Side, nest to Mr. Weatwood's Insurance Office. I 
will take great care of it 

Youn moat truly, 0. Lahb. 



To BARRON FIELD. 
iBTTEB CCCX.] Oetoler 4, 1827. 

I am not in humour to return a fit reply to yonr 
pleasant letter. We are fairly housed at Enfield, and 
an angel shall not persuade me to wicked London again. 
We have now six Sabbath-days in a week for — none! 
The change has worked on my sister's mind to make her 
ill ; and I must wait a tedious time before we can hope 
to enjoy this place in imison. Enjoy it, when she recovers, 
I know we shall I see no shadow, but in her illness, 
for repenting the step ! For Mathews — I know my own 
utter uafitnesa for such a task. I am no hand at describ- 
iog costumes, a great requisite in an accoimt of mannered 
pictures. I have not the slightest acquaintance with 
pictorial language even. An imitator of me, or rather 
pretender to be me, in his " Rejected Articles," has made 
me minutely describe the dresses of the poissardes at 
Calais ! — I could as soon resolve Euclid. I have no eye 
for forms and fitshions. I substitute analysis, and get 
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better to define it, east eiiie opposite a wiiite House in 
whicli a Mrs. Vaughan {in ill heiilth) still reside?. 

My dear Dodwell— Your little pig found bis way to 
Enfield this moraing without his feet, or rather his little 
feet came first, and as I guessed the rest of him soon 
followed. He ia quite a beauty. It was a pity to ki\l 
him, or rather, as Rice would say, it would have been a 
pity not to kill him, in his state of innocence. He might 
have lived to be corrupted by the ways of the world, and 
fur all his delicate promise have turned ont, like an old 
Tea Broker you and I remember, a lump of fat rusty 
Bacon. Bacon was a Beast, my friend at Caliie, Marsh, 
used to say — or was it Bendry 1 A rasher of the latter 
still bangs up in Leadenhall. Yotu' kind letter has left 
a relish upon my taste ; it read warm and short as 
to-morrow's crackling. 

I am not quite bo comfortable at home yet as 1 should 
be eke in the neatest compactest house I ever got 
— a perfect God-send ; but for some weeks I must enjoy 
it alone. She always comes roimd ^mn. It is a house 
of a few years' standing, built (for its size with every 
convenience) by an old humourist for himself, which he 
tired of as soon as he got warm in it. Grates, locks, a 
pump, convenience indescribable, and cheap as if it had 
been old and craved repairs. For me, who always take 
the first thing that offers, how lucky that the best should 
first offer itself ! My books, my prints are up, and I seem 
(so like this room I write in is to a room there) to have 
come here transported in the night, like Gulliver in his 
fiying house ; and to add to the deception, the New River 
has come down from Islington with me. 'Twas what I 
wished — to move my house, and I have realised it. Only 
instead of company seven nights in the week, I see my 
friends on the First Day of it, and enjoy sis real Sabbaths. 
The Museum is a loss, but I am not so far but I can visit 
it occasionally : and I have exhausted the Plays there. 

"Indisputably I shaU allow no sage and onion to be 
cramm'd into the throat of so tender a suckling. 
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on his hind legs ; H never bows at all — at least to 

me. S epulters and stutters. W halters and 

smatters. E is a coal-beaver. Wolf wants my 

clothing. C simmers, but never boils over. D 

is a Butterflrkin, salt butter. C , a pepper-box, 

cayenne. For A , £ , and , I ean answer 

that they have not the slightest pretensions to anything 
but rusticity. Marry, the remiuning voweb had some- 
thing of civility about them. Can you make top or tail 
of this nonsense, or tell where it begins t I will page it 
How an error in the outset infects to the end of Ufe, or 
of a sheet of paper ! Cordially adieu. C. LuiB. 

H. Dodwoll, Eaq. * 

Maidenhead, 
Berks. 



To WILLIAM HONE. 

LSTTEE CCCSn.] [Od<Atr 1827.] 

Dear Hone-— I was most sensibly gratified by receiving 
the T. 6. on Friday evening at Enfield ! 1 

Thank you. In haste, C. L. 

Don't spare the Extracts. They'll eke out till 

Christmas. 

How is your daughter 1 

Ur. Hone, 

22, Belvidere Place, 
South wark. 



To LEIGH HUNT. 
Lbttbr CCCXIII.] [AWmfcr] 1827. 

Dear H. — I am here almost in the eleventh week of 
the longest illness my sister ever had, and no symptomf 
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of amendment. Some had begun, but relapsed vith a 
change of uurse. If she ever gets ^ell, you vill like mj 
house, aud I shall be happy to show you Enfield country. 

As to mj head, it is perfectly at jour or any one's 
service ; either Myers' or Hazlitt's, — which last (done 
fifteen or twenty yeara since) White, of the Accountant's 
Office, India House, has; he lives in Kentish Town — I 
foi^t where ; but is to be found in Leadenhall daily. 
Take your choice. I should be proud to hang up as an 
alehouse-sign even ; or, rather, I care not about my head 
or anything, but how we are to pt well again, for I am 
tired out, 

God bless you and yours from the worst calamity. 

Yours truly, C. L. 

Kindest remembrances to Mrs. Hunt. H.'s is in a- 
queer dress. M.'s would be preferable ad popvlvm. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 



Lettbr CCCXIT.] November 1827. 

My dear B. B. — You will understand my silence when 
I tell you that my sister, on the very eve of entering into 
a new house we have taken at Enfield, was surprised 
with an attack of one of her sad long illnesses, which 
deprive me of her society, though not of her domestication, 
for eight or nine weeks together. I see her, but it does 
her no good. But for this, we have the snuggest, most 
comfortable house, with everything moat compact and 
desirable. Colebrook is a wilderness. The books, printB, 
etc., are come here, and the New River came down with 
us. The familiar prints, the bust, the Milton, seem scarce 
to have changed their rooms. One of her last observations 
was " How frightMly like this room is to our room in 
Islington!" — our up-staira room, she meant. How I 
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hope you will come aome better daj, and judge of it t 
We have tried quiet here for four montha, and I will 
answer for the comfort of it enduring. 

On emptjing my bookshelves I found an Ulyaaes, 
which I will send to A. K. when I go to town, for her 
acceptance — unless the book be out of print. One likes 
to liave' one copy of everything one does. I neglected to 
keep one of " Poetry for Children," the joint production 
of Haiy and me, and it is not to be had for love or 
money. It had in the titte-pt^^e " by the Author of Mrs. 
Lester's School." Know you any one that has it, and 
would exchange itt 

Strolling to Waltham Cross the other day, I hit off 
these lines. It is one of the crosses which Edward 
I. ciiused to be built for his wife at every town 
where her corpse rested between Northamptonshire and 
London : — 

A Btatel; cross each sad spot doth attest, 

Wliereat the corpse of Eleanor did rest. 

From Herdhy fetob'd — her spouse so hononr'd hei— 

To sleep with royal dust at Westmioslt^, 

And, if less pompous obsequies were thine, 

Duke Brunswick's daughter, priucely Caroline, 

Grudge not, great ghost, nor count tliy funeral losses i 

Thon in thy lite-lime had'at thy share of croefies. 

My dear B. — My head aches with thig little escursion. 
Pray accept two Mdes for three for once, and believe mo 
yours sadly, 0. L. 



Lettee CCCSV.] Diccmber 4, 1S27. 

My dear B. B. — I have scarce spirits to write, yet am 
harassed with not writing. Nine weeks are completed, 
and Maiy does not get any better. It is perfectly 
exhausting Enfield, and everything, is very gloomy. 
But for long experience I should fear her ever getting 
veil. I feel most thaukfiil for the spinsterly attentiona 
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of your Bister. Thank the kind "knitter in the siin!" 
What nonsense eeems verse, when one is 6erii)UBly out 
of hope and spirits ! I mean, tliat at thia time I 
have. some nooBenae to write, irader pain of incivility. 
Would to tte fifth heaven no coxconibeBs had invented 
Albums 1 

I have not had a Byotix, nor the slightest notice from 
Pickering about omitting four out of five of my things. 
The best thing is never to hear of such a tiling as 
a bookseller ^ain, or to tiiink there are publishers. 
Second-hand stationers and old book-staJls for me. 
Authorship should be an idea of the past. Old kings, 
old bishops, are venerable ; all present is hollow. I can- 
not make a letter. I have no straw, not a pennyworth 
of ehatf, only this may stop your kind importunity to 
know about us. Here is a comfortable hou^, but no 
tenants. One does not make a household. Do not think 
I am quite in despair ; but, in addition to hope protracted, 
I have a stupifying cold and obstructing headache, and 
the Bun is dead. 

I will not fail to apprise you of the revival of a beam. 
Meantime accept this, rather than think I have forgotten 
you all. Best remembraneea. 

Yours and theirs truly, 0. LutB. 



To THOMAS ALLSOP. 
Letter CCCXVI.] Dicaniar 20, 1827, 

My dear Allsop — I have writ to say to you that I 
hope to have a comfortable X-mas-day with Mary, aud I 
cannot bring myself to go from home at present. Your 
kind otfer, and the kind consent of the young Lady to 
come, we feel os we ehould do ; pray accept all of you 
our kindest thanks : at present I think a Visitor (good 
and excellent as we remember her to be) might a little 
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put us out of our way. Emma is with us, and our BinaU 
house just holds us, without oblipng Mary to sleep with 
Becky, etc. 

We are going on extremely comfortable, and shall soon 
be in capacity of seeing our friends. Much weakness is 
left still With thanks and old remembraucea, 

Yours, 0. L. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lbttbe CCCXVII.] [Decemher] 1827. 

My dear B. — We are all pretty well again and com- 
fortable, and I take a first opportunity of sending the 
" Adventures of Ulysses," hoping that among us — Homer, 
Chapman, and Co. — we shuJl afford jou some pleasure. 
I fear it is out of print ; if not. A, K. will accept it, with 
wishes it were bigger; if another copy is not to be had, 
it reverts to me and my heira for ever. With it I send 
a trumpery book ; to which, without my knowledge, the 
editor of the Bijous has contributed Lucy's verses ; I am 
ashamed to ask her acceptance of the trash accompanying 
it Adieu to Albums— for a great while — I said when I 
came here, and had not been fixed for two days ; but my 
landlord's daughter (not at the Pothouse) requested me 
to write in her female friends' and in her own. If I go 

to thou art there also, all pervading Album I 

All over the Leeward Islands, in Newfoundland, and the 
Back Settlements, I underetand there is no other reading. 
They haunt me. Z die of Albophobia ! C. L. 



Lettbb CCCXVIII.] [Dawmfer] 1827. 

My dear B, B. — A gentleman I never saw before 
brought me your welcome present Imagine a acraplDg} 
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fiddling, fidgeting, petit -mattre of a daDcing Bchool 
advancing into my pltus parlour with a ooup^ and a 
sideling bow, and piesenting the book as if he had been 
handiDg a glass of lemonade to a joung miss : imagine 
this, and contrast it with the serious nature of the book 
presented ! Then task irour imagination, reTersing this 
[dcture, to conceive of quite an oppi»ite messenger, a 
lean, strait-locked, whey-faced Methodist, for such was he 
in reality who brought it, the Genius (it Beems) of the 
Wesleyan Magazina Cartes, friend B., thy Widow's Tale 
is too horrible, spite of the lenitives of Religion, to 
embody in verse ; I hold prose to be the appropriate 
expositor of Buch . atrocities ! No offence, but it is a 
cordial that makes the heart eick. Still thy skill in 
compounding it I do not deny. I turn to what gave 
me less mingled pleasure. I find mark'd with pencil 
these pages in thy j^etty book, and feoi I have bees 
penurious ; — 
Page 52, 63— Capital 

„ 59 — 6th stanza, esquisit^ umile. 

„ 61 — 11th stania, equally good. 

„ 108 — 3rd Btanza, I long to eee Van B^d. 

„ 111 — A downright good sonnet. Dixi. 

„ 193 — Lines at the bottom. 

So you Bee, I read, hear, and mark, if I don't learn. In 
short, this little volume is no discredit to any of jour 
former, and betrays none of the senility you fear about 
Apropos of Van Balen, an artist who painted me lately, 
had painted a blackamoor praying, tmd not filling bja 
eanvas, stuffed in his little girl aside of Blackey, gaping 
at him unmeaniogly ; and then didn't know what to call 
it Now for a picture to be promoted to the Exhibition 
(Suffolk Street) aa Historical, a Bubject is iequisit«. 
What does mel I but christened it the "Young Cate- 
chiat" and furbish'd it with dialogue following, which 
dubb'd it an Historical Painting. Nothing to a friend 
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. " WliiU this tawnj Ethiop prajet\ 
Painter, who is she that atayeth 
By, with skin of whitest lustra ; 
Sunny locks, n ehiaiiig cluster ; 
Saint'] ike Bceming to direct him 
To the Pover that must protect him t 
Is sho of the heav'n bom Three, 
Meek Hope, strong Faith, sweet Charitjl 
Or some Cherub ) 

" They yon mention 
Far transcend my. weak inveutinn. 
■Tia a simple Christian child. 
Missionary jouug and niilil. 
From her store of script'ral knowledge 
(Bible-taught without a college). 
Which by.reading slie conld gather. 
Teaches him to say Our Father 
To the common Parent, who 
Colour not respects, nor hue. 
White and black in Uim hnve pjtrt, 
Who looks not to the akin, but heart," 

"When I'd done it, the artiat (who had clapt in Mias 
merely as a fiU-Bpace) Bwore I expreet his full meaning, 
and the damosel bridled up into a miasionary's vanity. 
I like verses to explain pictures ; seldom pictures to illus- 
trate poems. Your woodcut is a rueful lignum mortis. 
By the by, is the widow likely to marry ^ain 1 

I am giving the fruit of my old play reading at the 
Huseum to Hone, who sets forth a portion weekly in the 
TahU Book. Do you see it? How ia Mitford t— I'll 
just hint that the pitcher, the chord, and the bowl are a 
Uttle too often repeated (passirn) in your book, and that 
in page 17, last line but 4, him ia put for he ; but the 
poor widow I take it had amall leisure for grammatical 
niceties. Don't you see there's he, myielf, and Aim; 
why not both him, ? likewise impervioutlif is cruelly 
apelt imperiously. These are trifles, and I honestly like 
your book, and you for giving it, though I really am 
ashamed of so many preaents. I can think of no news ; 
therefore I will end with mine and Mary's kindest 
remembrances to you and youra. 0. L. 
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1828-1834. 



LETTERS TO BERNARD BARTON, COWBBH CIABKB, 
PROCTER, MOXON, AND OTHERS. 



To THOMAS ALI^OP. 
Letter CCCXIX.] January 2, 1828. 

Dear Alleop — I have been very poorly and nervous 
lately, but am recovering eleep, etc. I do not write or 
make engagemente for particular days : but I need not 
say how pleasant your dropping in any Sunday morning 
would be. Perhaps Jameson would accompany you. 
Pray beg him to keep an accurate record of the wamiog 
I sent him to old Pau., for I dread lest he should at the 
12 months' end deny the warning. The house is hia 
daughter's, but we took it through him, and have paid 
the rent to his receipts for his daughter's. Consult J. if 
he thinks the warning sufficient. I am vei7 nervous, 
or have been, about the house ; lost my eleep, and 
expected to be ill ; but slumbered gloriously last night, 
golden slumbers. I shall not relapse; you fright me 
with your inserted slips in the most welcome Atlas. 
They begin to charge double for it, and call it two sheets. 
How can I confute tliem by opening it, when a note of 
youis might slip out, and we get in a hobble 1 When 
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you write, write real letters. Mary's best love and mini 
to Mrs. A. 

Yours ever, 0. Laub. 



To 0. COWDEB" CLARKE. 
Letter CCCXX] Snfield, Fdirmry 25 [1828]. 

My dear Clarke — You have been accumulating on nie 
8uch a heap of pleasant obligations, that I feel uneasy in 
writing as to a BenefactoT. Your smaller contributions, 
the little weekly rills, are refreshments in the Desart ; 
but your large books were feasts. I hope Mrs. Hazlitt^ 
to whom I encharged it, has taken Hunt's Lord B. to 
the Novellos. His picture of Literary Lordship is as 
pleasant as a disagreeable subject can be made ; his own 
poor man's }i!ducation at dear Christ's is as good and 
heart; as the suttject. Hazlitt's speculative episodes are 
capital ; I skip the Battles. But how did I deserve to 
have the book I The "Companion" has too much of 
Madame Pasta. Theatricals have ceased to be popular 
attractions. His walk home after the play is as good as 
the best of the old "Indicators." The watchmen are 
emboxed in a niche of fame, save the skaiting one that 
must be still fugitive. I wish I could send a scrap for 
goodwill But I have been most seriously unwell and 
nervous a long, long time. I have scarce mustered 
courage to begin this short note, but conscience duns me. 

I had a pleasant letter from your sister, greatly over- 
acknowledging my poor Bonnet. I think I should have 
replied to it, but tell her I think so. Alas \ for sonnet- 
ing, 'tis as the nerves are ; all the summer I was dawdling 
among green lanes, and verses came as thick as fanciea, 
I am sunk winterly below prose and zero. 

But I trust the vital principle is only as under snow, 
Tbat I shall yet laugh again. 

T suppose the great change of place affects me ; but X 
oould not have lived in Town ; I could not bear company. 
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be forgotten to include in my rememb™ my good irieud 
and whilom corrcspondeGt, Master Stephen. 

How, especially, is Victoria 1 

I try to remember all I used to meet at SliackleweU. 
The little household, cake -producing, wine-bringing out, 
Emma — the old servant, that didn't stay, and ought to 
have Htay»!d, and was always very dirty and friendly; 
and Miss H., the counter-tenor with a fine voice, whose 
water married ThurtelL They all live in my mind's eye, 
and Mr. N.'a and Holmes's walks with us half back 
after supper. Troja fuit I 

To Me. MOXON. 
LBTTsa GCCXXI.] Manh 19, 1SS8. 

My dear M. — It is my firm determination to have 
nothing to do with "Forget-me-Nots"; pray excuee me 
as civilly as you can to Mr. Hurst I will take care to 
refrise any other applications. The things which Pickering 
has, if to be had again, I have promised absolutely, you 
know, to poor Hood, from whom I had a melancholy 
epistle yesterday ; besidea that Emma has decided objec- 
tions to her own and her friend's album verses being 
published ; but if she gets over that, they ate decidedly 
Hood's. 

Till we meet, farewell. Loves to Dasb. 0. L. 

To Rev. E. IRVING. 
Lmtek CCCXXII.] UTiJkld Chaat, Ajrril 3, 1828. 

Dear Sir— I take advantage from the kindness which 
I have experienced from yon in a slight acquaintance to 
Introduce to you my very respected friend Mr. Hone, 
who is of opinion that your interference in a point which 
he will mention to you may prove of essential benefit to 
bim in some present difficidties. I should not take this 
liberty if I did not feel that you are a person not to be 
prqjndiccd by an obnoxious name. All that I know of 
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him obliges me to respect bim, and to request your kind- 
ness for him, if jou can serve him. 

With feelings of kindest respect, I am, dear Sir, yours 
tnily, > Cbas. Lamb. 



To BERNABD BARTON. 
Lbttir CCCXXIIL] April 21, 1828. 

Dear B, B, — You must excuse my silence. I have 
been in Tcry poor health and spirits, anil cannot write 
letters. I only write to assure you, as you wish'd, of my 
existence. All that which Mitford tells you of H. 'shook 
is rhodomontade, only H, has written unguarJedly about 
me, and nothing makes a man more foolish than his own 
foolish panegyric. But I am pretty well cased to flattery, 
and its contrary. Neither afiect me a turnip's worth. 
Do you see the author of "May you like itT" Do you 
write to him J Will you give my present plea to him of 
ill health for not acknowledging a pretty book with a 
pretty frontispiece he sent me. He is most esteemed by 
me. As for subscribing to books, in plain truth I am a 
man of reduced income, and don't allowmyself 12 shillings 
a-'year to buy old books with ; which must be my excuse. 
I am truly sorry f«r Murray's demur ; but I wash my 
bands of idl booksellers, and hope to know them no more. 
I am sick and poorly, and must leave off with our joint 
kind remembrsjices to your daughter and friend A. K. 
0.1* 

To WILLIAM HONE. 

Enfield, Wedneaday, . 
LmTER CCCXXIV.] May 2, 1828. 

DeM H.^Valter Vilsou dines with us to-morrow. 
Yell ! How I should like to see Hone I 0. Lamb, 
Hr, Hone, 

22, Belvidere Place, 

near tho Obelisk. SonthwaA. 



D,o,i,7cd by Google 



200 - LETTERS OF CHAItLES LAMB. 

To Me. MOXOK, 
Lettbb CCCXXV,] EnJUld, May Z, 1828. 

Dear M. — My friend Patmore, author of the MoTiiks, 
a, Yery pretty publico tion,— of sundry EsBays in the 
London, New McmtAly, etc., wonts to dispose of a volume 
or two of " Tales." Perhaps they might chance to Buit 
Hurst; but be that as it may, he will call upon yoa 
under favour of my retxymmendatum ; and as he is retnm- 
ing to France, where he lives, if you can do anything for 
him in the Treaty line, to save him dancing orer the 
Channel every week, I am sore you will. I said I'd 
never trouble you again ; but how vain are the resolves 
of mortal man ! P. is a very hearty, friendly fellow, and 
was pot^ John Scott's Second, as I will be yours when 
you want one. May you never he mine 1 

Yours truly, 0. L. 

Mr. Moxoa, 

Uessr^. Hurst and Co. , 

t. Paol's Cbnrcliyard. 



To Ebv. H. F. CARY. 

Letteb CCCXXVr.] Jane 10, 1828. 

Dear Sir — I long to see Wordsworth once more before 
he goes hence, but it would be at the expence of health 
and comfort my infirmities cannot afford. Once only I 
have been at a dinner party, to meet him, for a whole 
year past, and I do not know that I am not the worse 
for it now. There is a necessity fur my drinking too 

much {don't show this to the Bishop of , your friend) 

at and after dinner ; then I require spirits at night to 
allay the crudity of the weaker Bacchus ; and in the 
morning I cool my parched stomach with a fiery libation. 
Then I am aground in town, and call upon my London 
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friends, and get new wets of ale, porter, etc. ; then ride 
home, drinking where the coach stops, as duly as Edward 
set up his Woltham Crosses. This, or near it, was the 
pTOcesa of mj espeiiment of dining at Talfourd'a to meet 
Wordsworth, and I am not well now. Now let me beg 
that we may meet here with assured safety to both sides. 
Darley and Procter come here on Sunday morning; pray 
arrange t« come along with them. Here I can be toler- 
ably moderate. In town, the very air of town turns my 
heul and is intoxication enough, if intoxication knew a 
limit I am a poor country moose, and your cates disturb 
me. Tell me you will come. We have a bed, and a 
half or three quarters bed, at all your services ; and the 
a^oining inn has many. If engaged on Sunday, tell ma 
when you will come; a Saturday will suit as welL I 
would that Wordsworth would come too. Pray believe 
that 'tis my health only, which brought me here, that 
frightens roe from the wicked town. Mary joins in kind 
remembrances to Mrs. Gary and yoursel£ 

Yours truly, 0. Lajcb. 



To Mk8. basil MONTAGF. 
Lettek CCCXXTIL] [Summer 1828.] 

Dear Madam — I return your list with my name. I 
should be Boiry that any resptet should be going on 
towards Clarkson, and I be left out of the conspiracy. 
Otherwise I trankly own that to pillarise a man's good 
feelings in his lifetime is not to my taste. Monuments 
to goodness, even after death, are equivocal. I turn 
away from Howard's, I scarce know why. Goodness 
blows no trumpet, nor desires to have it blown. We 
ihould he modest for a vtodesl man — as he is for himselfi 
The vanities of life — art, poetry, skill military — axe sub- 
jects for trophies; not the silent thoughts arising in a, 
good man's mind in lonely places. Was I Clarkson, I 
should never be able to walk or lide near the spot again. 
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Inatead of bread, we are giving him a stone. ^Qstead of 
the locality recalling the noblest moment of his esistence, 
it is a place at which his friends (that is, himself) blow 
to the world, " What a good mau is he I" I sat down 
upon a hillock at Forty Hill yesternight, — a fine con- 
templative evening, — with a thousand good speculations 
about mankind. How I yearned with cheap benevolence ! 
I shall go and inquire of the etone-cutter, that cuts tho 
tombstones here, what a stone with a short inscription 
will coet ; just to say, " Here C. Lamb loved hia brethren 
of mankind." Everybody will come there to love. As 
I can't well put my own name, I shall put about a 
nibscriptioD : 



Precwr 


2 6 


G. Dyer . 


1 







Mn. Godwin 





Mr. Irving . 


> w»tcl..chdii. 


Mr. . 


/the proceeds of 
\ fiist edition. 



I scribble in haste from here, where we shall be some 
time. Pray request Mr. Montagu to advance the guinea 
for me, which shall faithfully be forthcoming, and pardon 
me that I don't see the proposal in quite the light that 
be may. The kindness of his motives, and his power of 
ai^reciating the noble passage, I thoroughly agree in. 

With most kind regards to him, I conclude, dear 
madam, youts truly, C. XiAhb. 

From Mta. Leiahmin's, Chase, EnSeld. 



To B. K. HAYDON. 
Lbttbb CCCXXVIII.I AagiatU2a. 

Dear Haydon — I haye been tardy in telling you that 
jonr Chming the Member gave me great pleasure — ^"tia 
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true broad Hc^arthiau fun, the High Sheriff capital 
Coneidering, too, that you had the materialB impoeed 
upon you, and that you did not select them from the rude 
world aa K. did, Z hope to see many more such from 
jour hand. If the foiToer picture went lieyond tbia I 
have had a loss, and the King a bargain. I longed to 
rub the back of my band acroEs the hearty canvas that 
two senses might be gratified. Perhaps the subject is a 
little discordantly placed opposite to another act of Chair- 
ing, where the huzzas were Hosannahs ! but I was pleased 
to see so many of my old acquaintances brought together 
notwithstanding. 

Believe me, yours tnHj, 0. Lahb. 



To BERNAED BARTON. 
Leithe CCCXXIX.] October 11, 1828. 

A splendid edition of "Bimyan's Pilgrim!" Why, 
the thought is enough to turn one's moral stomach. His 
cockle-hat and staff transformed to a smart cock'd beaver 
and a jemmy cane ; his amice gray, to the last Regent 
Street cut ; and his painful palmer's pace to the modem 
swagger. Stop thy friend's sacrilegious hand. Nothing 
can be done for B. but to reprint the old cuts in as 
homely but good a style as posaible. The Vanity Fair, 
and the Pilgrims there — the silly-soothncss in his setting- 
out countenance — the Christian Idiocy (in a good sense) 
of his admiration of the shepherds on the Delectable 
Mountaius; the lions, so truly allegorical, and remote 
from any similitude to Pidcock's ; the great head (the 
author's), capacious of dreams and similitudes, dreaming 
in the dungeon. Perhaps you don't know my edition, 
wliat I had when a child. If you do, can you bear new 
designs from Martin, enamelled into copper or silver plato 
by Heath, accompanied with verses from Mrs. Hcmana'a 
pen, how unlike his own I 
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" Woaldst thon divert lli jself from melancholy ? 
'WoiildBt thou be iileaaant, yet Iw far from folly ! 
Wouldst thou read riddles, aud their explanation t 
Or else be drowneJ in thy contemplation ! 
Dost thou love picl:ing meat ! ar noulilst thou see 
A man in the clouds, and hear him speak to thee t 
Wouldst thou be in a dream, and yet not aleep I 
Or Kouldst tbon in a moment laugh and weep ! 
Or wouldst thou lose thyself, and catch no harm. 
And find thyself again without n charm ! 
Wouldst read thyiflj, and read thou knowest not what^ 
And yet know whether thou art blest or not 
By reading the same lines 1 O then come hither, 
AJid lay my book, thy head, and heart together. 

" John Bontait." 

Show me such poetry in any of the fifteen forthcoming 
combinations of show and emptiness, yclept "Annuals." 
So there's verses for thy verses ; and now let me tell you, 
that the sight of your liand gladdened me. I have been 
daily trying to write to you, but paralysed. You have 
Bpurred me on this tiny effort, and at intervals I hope to 
hear from and talk to you. But my spirits have been in 
an opprest way for a long long time, aud they are things 
which must be to you of faith, for who can explain 
depression! Yes, I am hooked into the "Gem," but 
only for some linea written on a dead infant of the 
Editor's, which being, aa it were, his property, I could 
not refuse their appearing ; but I hate the paper, the 
type, the gloss, the dandy plates, the names of contributors 
poked up into your eyes in first page, and whistled through 
all the covers of magazines, the barefaced sort of emula- 
tion, the immndest candidateahip, brought into bo little 
space — in those old ".Londons," a signature was lost in 
the wood of matter, the paper coarse (till latterly, which 
spoiled them) ; in short, I detest to appear in an Annual. 
What a fertile genius (and a quiet good soul withal) is 
Hood ! He has fifty things in liand : farces to supply 
the Adelphi for the season ; a comedy for one of the great 
theatres, just ready ; a whole entertainment, by himself, 
for Mathews and Yates to figure in; a meditated Comio 
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Annual for next year, to be nearly done by himself. 
You'd like him very much. 

Wordaworth, I aee, has a good many pieces announced 
in one of 'era, not our Gem,. W. Scott lias distributed 
himself like a bribe haunch among 'em. Of all the poeta, 
Cary has had the good sense to keep quite clear of 'em, 
with clergy 'gentlemanly right uotioos. Don't think I 
set up for being proud on this point ; I like a bit of 
flattery, tickling mj vanity, as well as any one. But 
these pompous masquerades without masks (naked names 
or faces) I hate. So there's a bit of my mind. Besides, 
they in&llibly cheat you; I mean the booksellers. If I 
get but a copy, I only expect it from Hood's being ray 
friend. Coleridge has lately been bere. He too ia deep 
among the propbete, the year-servers, —the mob of gentle- 
men annuals. But they'll cheat him, I know. And 
now, dear B. B., the sun shining out merrily, and the 
dirty clouds we had yesterday having washed their own 
faces clean with their own rain, tempte me to wander up 
Winchmnre Hill, or into some of the delightful vicinages 
of Enfield, which I hope to show you at some time when 
you can get a few days up to the great town. Believe 
me, it would give both of us great pleasure to show you 
all three (we can lodge you) our pleasant farms and 
villages. 

We both join in kindest loves to you and yours. 

0. LA.UB, rtdivivvM, 



To 0. COWDEN CLAEKB. 

LettebCCCXXX.] \Bn^U, Cdofer 1828.] 

Dear Clarke — We did expect to see you with 
Victoria and the Novellos before this, and do not quite 
understand why we have not. Mrs. N. and V. [Vincent] 
promised us after the York expedition; a day being 
named before, which iail'd. 'Tis not too late. The 
autumn leaves drop gold, and Enfield is beautifidleF — to 
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n eye— than when you lurked at the Greyhound. 
Benedicks are close ; but how I so totally missed you at 
that time, going for my morning cup of ale duly, is a 
mystery. 'Twas stealing a match before one's face in 
earnest. But certainly we had not a dream of your 
appropinqulty. I instaotly prepared an Dpithalamiura, 
in the form of a Sonata— which I was sending to NovcUo 
to compose ; bat Mary forbid it me as too light for the 
occasion — as if the subject required anything heavy : so 
in a. tiff with her I sent no congratulation at all Tho' I 
promise you the wedtjiug was very pleasant news to me 
indeed. Let your reply name a day this next week, 
when you will come as many as a coach will hold ; such 
a day aa we had at Dulwich. My very kindest lore and 
Mary's to Victoria and the NoveUoa. The enclosed is 
from a friend nameless, but highUh in office, and a man 
' whose accuracy of statement may be relied on with 
implicit coufideuce. He waote the expose to appear in a 
newspaper as the "greatest piece of legal and Parlia- 
mentary villainy he ever remember"," and he had experi- 
ence of both ; and thinks it would answer afterwards in 
a cheap pamphlet printed at Lambeth in 8" sheet, as 
16,000 families in that parish are interested. I know 
not whether the present "Examiner" keeps up the 
character of exposing abuses, for I scarce see a paper 
now. If so, you may ascertiun Mr. Hunt of the strictest 
truth of the statement, at the peril of my head. But if 
this won't do, transmit it me back, I beg, per coach — or 
better, bring it with yoo. 

Yonts unaltered, 0. Lah& 



To VINCENT NOVELLO. 
Letter CCCXXXL] {EnfiM, i^owmfer 6, 1828.] 

My dear Novella — I am afraid I shall appear rather 
tardy in offering my congratulations, however sincere^ 
upon your daughter's marriage. The truth is I had put 
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Becitatits. 
Second I'oiee. 
While cronda of riTsls with despair 
Silent udraire, or vainly court the Fair, 
BelioM the happy canqneat of her eyes, 
A Hero U the glorious price ! 
Id courts, in camps, thro' distant realms Tanom'd, 

Cowdenio comes !— Victoria, sen, 
Be coniea with British honour crown'd. 

Love leada liia eager etepa to thee. 



In teniler eighs he eileuce breaks. 

The Fair his flame approves, 
Consenting blashes w&rm her cheeks, 

She smiles, she yields, she loves. 

REMTATITE. 

First Voice. 
Now Hymen at the altar stand". 
And while he joins their faitb^ll hand^ 
Behold t by ardent vows brought down, 
Imniart«l Concord, heavenly bright, 
Array'd in robes of poiest light, 
Descends, th' auspicious ril«s to crown. 
Her golden harp tbe goddess brings ; 
Its magic sound 

Commands a sniiden ailence all aroand. 
And strains prophetic thus attune the strings 

Ddbtto, 

Fint Voice. 
The 8wain his Nymph possessing, 

Second Voice. 
The Nymph her Swain caressing. 

First and Second. 
Shall Btill improve the blessing 
For ever Idnd and true. 



While rolling years aro flying, 
tiove. Hymen's lamp supplying, 
With fiiel never dyii^, 
Shall atJll the fianie r«new. 
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To BO great a master aa yourself I have no need to 
Bv^gest that the peculiar tone of the compoaition requires 
sprightlinesa, occasionally cbeclied by tendemeas, as in 
the second air, — 

She smiles, —she yields, — she lovel. 
Again, you need not be told that each fifth line of the 
two first recitatives reiiuires a crescendo. 

And your exquisite taste will prevent your falling 
into the error of Purcell, who at a passage similar to 
that in my first air, 

Drops liis bow, and stands to hear, 
directed the first violin thus : — 

H«re tbe first violin most drop bia boa. 

But, besides the absurdity of disarming his principal 
performer of so necessary au adjunct to his instrument, 
in such an emphatic pait of the composition too, which 
must have had a droll efiect at the time, all such 
minutite of adaptation are at this time of day very pro- 
perly exploded, and Jackson of Exeter very fairly ranks 
them under the head of puns. 

Should you succeed in the setting of it, we propose 
having it performed {we have one very tolerable second 
voice here, and Mr. Holmes, I dare say, woidd supply 
the minor parts) at the Greyhound. £ut it must be a 
secret to the young couple till we can get the band in 
readiness. 

Believe me, dear Novello, yours truly, 

0, Lauk 



To LAMAN ELANCHAED. 
Letter CCCXXXII.] Urifield, November 0, 1828. 

Sir — I beg to return my acknowledgments for the 
present of your elegant volume, which I should have 
esteemed, without the bribe of the name prefixed to it. 
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I have been much pleased with it tfaroughoat, but am 
most taken with the peculiar delicacf of some of the 
BonnetB. I ehall put them up among mj poetical 



Your obliged Serrant, 



To BERNAED BAETON. 
Lbttrr CCCXXXIIl.] December 5, 1828. 

Dear B. B. — I am ashamed to receive so many nice 
books from you, and to have none to send you in return. 
You are alwaya sending me some fruits or wholesome 
potherbs, aud mine is the garden of the Sluggard, nothing 
but weeds, or scarce they. Nevertheless, if I knew how 
to transmit it, I would send you Blackwood's of this month, 
which contains a little drama, to have your opinion of it, 
and how far I have improved, or otherwise, upon its pro- 
totype. Tiiank yon for your kind sonnet. It does me 
good to see the Dedication to a Christian Bishop. I am 
for a comprehension, as divines call it ; but so as that 
the Church shall go a good deal more than half way over 
to the silent Meeting-house. I have ever said that the 
Quakers are the only professors of Christianity as I read 
it in the Evangiles. I say pru/egsors .■ many, as to prac- 
tice, with their gaudy hot types and poetical vanities, 
they are much at one with the siuful. Martin's Frontis- 
piece is a very fine thing, let C. X. say what he pleases 
to the contrary. Of the Poema, I like tbem as a volume, 
better than any one of the preceding; particularly, 
"Power and Gentleness" — "The Present" — "Lady 
Russell "; with the exception that I do not like the noble 
act of CartiuB, true or false — -one of the grand founda- 
tions of old Roman patriotism — to be sacrificed to 
Lady R.'s taking notes on her husband's trial. If a 
thing is good, why invidiously bring it into light with 
something better! There are too few heroic things in 
thia world, to admit of out marshalling them in anxious 
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etiquettes of precedence. Would you make a poem on 
the Btory of Ruth (pretty story !), and then say — Ay, but 
how much better is the story of Joseph and his brethren I 
Ta go on, the stanzas to " Chalon" vant the name of 
Clarkfion in the body of them ; it is left to inference. 
The "Battle of Gibeon" is spirited, again; but you 
sacrifice it in the last stanza to the song at Bethlehem. 
Is it quite orthodox to do aol The first was good, you 
suppose, for that dispensation. Why set the Word 
against the Word 1 It puzzles a wetjc Christiaa So 
Watts's Psalms ore an implied censure on David's. But 
as long as the Bible is supposed to be an equally 
divine emanation with the Testament, so long it 
will stagger weaklings to have them set in opposition. 
"Godiva" is delicately touched. I have always thought 
it a beautiful story, characteristic of the old English 
times. But I could not help amusing myself with the 
thought — if Martin had chosen this subject for a frontis- 
piece — there would have been in some dark comer a 
•white lady, white as the walker on tbe waves, riding 
upon some mystical quadruped ; and high above would 
have risen "tower above tower a massy structure high " 
1— the Tenterden steeples of Coventry, till the poor cross 
would scarce have known itself among the clouds ; and 
far above them all the distant Clint Hills peering over 
chimney-pots, piled up, Ossa-on- Olympus fashion, till the 
admiring spectator (admirer of a noble deed) might have 
gone look for the lady, as yon must hunt for tbe other in 
the lobster. But M[artin] should be made royal archi- 
tect. What palaces he would pile ! But then, what 
parliamentary grants to make them good ! Nevertheless, 
I like the frontispiece. "The Elephant" is pleasant; 
and I am glad you are getting into a wider scope of 
subjects. There may be too much, not religion, but too 

many good viordt in a book, till it becomes, as Sh 

says of Religion, a rhapsody of words. I will just name, 
that you have brought in the " Song to the Shepherds " 
Bi four or five, ii not six pUces. Now this is not good 
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economy. The " Enoch " is fine ; and here I can sacrifice 
"Elijah" to it, because 'tis illustrative only, and not 
disparaging of the latt«r prophet's departure. I like this 
best in the book. Lastly, I much tike the " Heron "; 'tis 
exquisite. Enow you Lord Thurlow's Sonnet to a bird 
of that sort on Lacken water 1 If not, 'tis indispensable 
I »end it you, with my Blackwood, if you tell me bow 
best to Bend them. "Fludyer" is pleasant, — you are 
getting gay and Hoodish, "What is the enigma 1 Money J 
If not, I fairly confess I am foiled, and sphynx must 
. . . eat me. Four times I've tried to write " eat me," 
and the blotting pen turns it into cat me. And now I 
will take my leave with saying, I esteem thy verses, like 
thy present, honour thy frontispicer, and right reverence 
thy patron and dedicatee, and am, dear B. B., 

Yours heartily, 0. Laub. 

Our joint kindest loves to A. BL and your daughter. 



To 0. COWDEN CLARKE. 
Lettbr CCCSXXIV.] [Ikcember 1828.] 

My dear three C.'a — The. way from Southgate to 
Coluey Hatch thro' the unfrequentedest Blackberry paths 
that ever concealed their coy bunches from a tniant 
Citizen, we have accidentally fallen upon^the giant Tree 
by Cheahunt we have misaed, but keep your chart to go 
by, unless you will be our conduct. At present I am 
disabled from further flights than just to skirt round 
Clay Hill, with a peep at the fine backwoods, by strained 
tendons, got by skipping a skipping rope at 53 — hei mihi 
non »wm qualu; but do you know, now you come to 
talk of walks, a ramble of four hours or so — there and 
back — to the willow and lavender plantations at the 
south comer of Northaw Church by a well dedicated to 
Saint Claridge, with the clumpa of finest moss rising 
hillock fashion, which I counted to the number of two 
hundred and sixty, and are called " Clari Ige's covers," 
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tbe tradition being that that eaJnt entertained fio many 
angels or hermitB there, upon occasion of blessing the 
waters 1 The legends have set down the fruits spread 
upon that occasion, and in the "Black Book of St. 
AlbauB," BOine are named which are not supposed to 
have been introduced into this island until a century 
later. But waiving the miracle, a sweeter spot is not in 
ten counties round ; you are knee-deep in clover, that is 
to flay, if you are not above a middling man's height ; 
from this paradise, making a day of it, you go to see tbe 
niina of an old convent at March Hall, where eome of 
the painted glass is yet whole and fresL 

If you do Aot know this, you do not know the 
capabilities of this country ; you may be said to be a 
stranger to Enfield. I found it out one morning in 
October, and so delighted wae I that I did not get home 
before dark, well a-paid. 

I shall long to show you the Clump Meadows, aa 
they are called — we might do that without reaching 
March Hall ; when the days are longer we mi^t take 
both, and come home by Forest Cross, so skirt over 
Pennington and the cheerful little village of Churchley 
to Forty Hill 

But these are dreams till summer; meanwhile wo 
should be most glad to see you for a lesser excursion — 
say Sunday next, you and another, or if more, beet on a 
week-day with a notice, but o' Sundays, as far as a leg 
of mutton goes, most welcome. 

We can squeeze out a bed. Edmonton coaches run 
every hour, and my pen haa run out ite quarter. Heartilf 
farewell. 

To B. W. PROCTER. 
Letteh CCCXXXV.] . Jmimry 19, 1829. 

My dear Procter — I am ashamed not to have taken 
the drift of your pleasant letter, which Z find to have 
been pure invention; but jokes are not suspected in 
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BoBotinn Enfield, We are plain people, and our talk is 
of corn and cattle and Waltliara markets. Besides, I 
mta a little out of Borts wlien I receival it. The fiict ia, 
t am ioTolved in a case wbicb has fretted me to death, 
and I have no reliance except on you to extricate me. I 
am Bure ;ou will give me your beet legal advice, having 
no professional friend besides but Robinson and Talfourd, 
irith neither of whom, at present, I am on tlie best of 
terms. My brother's widow left a will, made during the 
lifetime of my brother, in which I am named sole executor, 
1^ which she bequeaths forty acres of arable property, 
which it seems she held under covert baron, unknown to 
my brother, to the heirs of the body of Elizabeth Dowden, 
her married daughter by a first husband, in fee simple, 
recoverable by fine ; invested property, mind, ibr there 
is the difficulty ; subject to leet and quit^rent ; in shorty 
worded in the most guarded terms, to shut out the 
property from Isaac Dowden, the husband. Intelligence 
has Just come of the death of this person in India, where 
he made a will, entailing this property (which seemed 
entangled enough already) to the heirs of his body that 
should not be bom of his wife ; for it seems by the law 
in India, natural children can recover. They have put 
the cause into Exchequer process here, removed by certio- 
rari from the native courts ; and the question is, whether 
I should, as executor, try the cause here, or agaiu re-remove 
it to the Supreme Sessions at Bangalore, which I under- 
stand I can, or plead a hearing before the Privy Council 
here. As it involves all the little property of Elizabeth 
Dowden, I am anxious to take the fittest steps ^^ what 
may be least expensive. For God's sake assist me, for 
the case is so embarrassed that it deprives me of sleep and 
appetite. M. Bumey thinks there is a case like it in 
chap. 170, sec. 5, in "Feam's Contingent Remainders." 
Pray read it over with him dispassionately, and let me 
have the result. The complexity lies in the questionable 
power of the husband to alienate in, taum enfeoffmenta 
whereof he was only collaterally seized, etc 
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I had another favour to beg, ichich is the begf^Iiest 
of beggingB : a few linea of verse for a young friend's 
ftlbum (ais will be enough). M. Borney will tell you who 
she is I want 'em foe, A girl of gold. Six lines — moke 

'em eight^signed Barry C . They need not be very 

good, as I chiefly want 'em as a, foil to mine. But I shall 
be aerioualy obliged by any refuse scrap. We are is the 
last ages of the worid, when St. Paul prophesied that 
women should be "headstrong, lovers of their own wills, 
having albums." t fled hither to escape the albumean 
persecution, and bad not been in my new house twenty- 
four hours when the daughter of the next house came in 
with a friend's album to beg a contribution, and the 
following day intimated she had one of her own. Two 
more have sprung up since. " If I take the wings of the 
morning " and fly unto the uttermost parts of the earth, 
there will albums be. New Holland has albums. But 
the ^e is to be complied with. M. B, will tell you the 
sort of ^rl I request the ten lines for. Somewhat of a 
pensive cast, what you admire. The lines may come 
before the law question, as that caunot be determined 
before Hilary Term, and I wish your deliberate judgment 
on that. The other may he flimsy and superficial. And 
if you have not burnt your returned letter, pray resend 
it me, as a monumental token of my stupidity. 'Twaa a 
little unthinking of you to touch upon a sore suhject. 
Why, by dabbling in tliose accursed Annuals I have 
become a byword of infamy all over the kingdom. I 
have sicken'd decent women for asking me to write in 
albums. There be dark "jests" abroad, Master Corn- 
wall, and some riddles may live to be cleared up. And 
'tisn't every saddle is put on the right steed. And 
forgeries and false Gospeb are not peculiar to the age 
fallowing the Apostles. And some tubs don't stand on 
their right bottom, which is all I wish to say in these 
ticklish times ; and so your servant, Oh. Lahb. 
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iBTTM CCCXXXVI.] January 22, 1829. 

Don't trouble youreelf about the verses. Take 'em 
coolly as they come. Any day between this and Mid- 
summer will da Ten lines the extreme. There is no 
mystery in my incognita. She has often seen you, though 
you may not have observed a silent brown girl, who for 
the last twelve years has rambled about our house in her 
Christmas hoiidaya. She ia Italian by name and extnic- 
tion. Ten lines about the blue sky of her country will 
do, as 'tis her foible to be proud of it. — Item : I have 
made her a tolerable Lathit^t. She is called Emma 
Iflola. I approve heartily of yotir turning your four 
vols, into a leeaer compass. 'Twill Sybillise the gold 
left. I shall, I think, be in town in a few weeks, when 
I will assuredly see you. I will put in here Loves to 
Mrs. Procter and the anti-Capulets, because Mary tella 
me I omitted them in my last, I like to see my friends 
here. I have put my lawsuit into the hands of an 
Enfield practitioner, a plain man, who seems perfectly to 
understand it, and gives me hopes of a favourable result; 

Rumour tells us that Miss Holcrotl is married. Who 
is Badman, or Bed'em I Have I seen him at Montacutc's ! 
I hear he is a great chymiat. I am sometimes chymical 
myself. A thought strikes me with horror. Pray 
heaven he may not have done it for the sake of trying 
chymical experiineuts upon her, — young female sirbjects 
are so scarce. Louisa would make a capital shot. Am't 
you glad about Burke's easel We may set off the 
Scotch murders against the Scotch novels : Hare, the 
Great Un-hanged I 

M. B. is richly worth your knowing. He is on the 
top scale of my friendship ladder, on which an angel or 
two is still climbing, and some, alas I descending. I am 
out of the literary world at present. Pray, is there any- 
thing new from the admired pen of the author of the 
PUaeura of Hope I Has Mrs. Ee-mans (double mascu- 
line) done anything pretty lately t Why sleeps the lyre 
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of Hervey, and of Alaric Watts ) Is the muse of L. E. L. 
silent! Did you see a sonnet of mine in Blackwood's 
last ) Curious construction ! Elaborata tiicilitas I And 
now 111 tell. 'Twas written for the Gem, but the editors 
declined it, on the plea that it would shock all motker»; 
BO they published the " Widow," instead. I am born out 
of time. 1 have no conjecture about what the present 
world calls delicacy. I thought Jioiamund Gray was 
a pretty modest thing. Hessey assures me that the 
world would not bear it. I have lived to grow into au 
indecent charat^ter. When my sonnet was rejected, 
I esclaimed, " Damn the age ! I will write for 
Antiquity," 

Srratum, in Sonnet : — Last line but something, for 
"tender," read tend. The Scotch do not know our 
law terms ; but I find some remains of honest, plain, 
old writing lurking there still. They were not so 
mealy-mouthed to refuse my verees. Maybe 'tis their 
oatmeal. 

Blackwood sent me ;£20 for the drama. Somebody 
cheated me out of it nest day ; and my new pair of 
breeches, just sent home, cracking at first putting on, I 
exclaimed, in my wrath, "All tailors are cheats, and all 
men are tailors." Then I was better. 0. L. 



To THOMAS HOOD. 

Lbttbr CCCXXXVIl] EvjieU [1829.] 

Dear Lamb — You are an impudent vatlet ; but I will 
keep your secret. We dine at Ayrton's on Thursday, and 
shall try to find Sarah and her two spare beds for that 
niglit only. Miss M. and her tragedy may be dished : 
BO may not you and your rib. Health attend yoa 
Yoiu¥, T. Hood, Esq. 

Miss Bridget Hoed sends love.- 
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To B. W. PROCTER. 
Lettsb CCCXXXVIII.] January 29, 1829. 

When Miss OuMcrofb (wbo ia now Mra. B«ddome, 
and Bed — dom'd to her) waa at Enfield, which she was 

in Summer time, and owed ber health to its suns and 
genial influeneesi, she visited (with young ladylike imper- 
tinence) a poor man's cottage that had a pretty baby 
(0 the yearnling!) gave it fine caps and sweetmeats. 
On a day, broke into the parlovir our two maids uproarious. 
" ma'am, who do you think Miss Ouldcroft (they pro- 
nounce it Holcroft) has been working a cap for V' "A 
child," answered Mary, in true Shandean female simplicity. 
" "Tia the mau'a child as was taken up for sheep-atealing." 
Miss Ouldcroft was staggered, and would liave cnt the 
connexion, but by main force I made her go and take 
her leave of her prot^g^e. I thought, if she went no 
more, the Abactor or the Abactor's wife (vide Ainswortb) 
would suppose she had heard something, and I have 
delicacy for a sheep -stealer. Tlie overseerB actually 
overhauled a mutton pie at the Baker's (liis first, last, 
and only hope of mutton pie,) which be never came to 
eat, and thence inferred his guilt. Per occasionem cnjua, 
I framed the sonnet ; observe its elalxirate construction. 
I was four days about iL 

THE ayPSY'S MALISON 
" Suck, baby, suck t mother's love grows by gi'ing, 

DibId the aweet founts that only thrive by wastingl 
Blnok iDBiihood cornea, when riotoua guilty living 

Hands the« the cup that shall be dentil in tasting. 
Eias, baby, kiss I Uother's lips shine by kiases, 

Choke tbe warm breath that else would tall iu blesaiugs; 
BUck MaDhood i^oiaea, when turbulent guilty blisses 

Tend thee the kias that poisons 'mid caressings. 
Hang, baby, hang I mother's love loves auch forces, 

Stridn the fond neck that bends still to thy clinging ; 
Black maohood comes, when violent lawless eonrses 
Leave thee a spectacle in rude air swinging." 
Bo sang a wither'd Sybil energetical, 
And bonn'd the ongiving door with lips propbetlcal. 
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moment under tlie snip and the paste of tbe fairest 
hands (bating chilblains) iu Cambridge, soon to be trans- 
planted to Suffolk, to the envy of half of the young ladies 
in Bury. But tell me, and tell me truly, gentle Swain, 
ia that Isola Bella a tnie spot in geographical denomi- 
nation, or a floating Delos in thy brain 1 Lurks that 
fair island in verity in the bosom of Lake Maggiore, or 
some other with less poetic name, which thou hast 
Comwallised for the occasion 1 And what if Maggiore 
itself be but a coinage of adaptation 1 Of this, pray re- 
solve me immediately, for my Albumess will be catechised 
on this subject; and how can I prompt her? Lake Leman, 
I know, and Lemon Lake (in a Punch Bowl) I have swum 
in, though those Lymphs be long since dry. But Maggiore 
may be iu the moon. Unsphiox this riddle for me, for 
my shelves have no Gnaetteer, And mayest thou never 
murder thy father-in-law in the Trivia of Lincoln's Inn 
New Square Passage, nor afterwards make absurd pro- 
posals to the Widow M[ontagu], But I know you 
abhor any such notions. Nevertheless so did 0-Edipns (as 
Admiral Bumey used to call him, splittiug the diphthong 
iu spite or ignorance) for that matter. 0. L, 



Lbtteb CCCXL.] February 2, 1829. 

Facundissime Poeta ! quanqunm istiusmodi epitheta 
oratorihus potiis <juam poetis attinere facilfe scio — tamen, 
facundissime ! 

Commoratur nobiscum jamdiu, in agro Enfeldiene^ 
scilicet, leguleius futurus, illustriesimus Martinus Bumeius 
otium agens, negotia nominalia, et offiuinam clientum 
vaenara, paululum fugiens, Orat, implorat te — nempe, 
Martinus — ut si (qu6d Dii faciant) fort^ fortuuS, absente 
ipso, advenerit tardiu clicns, eum certiorem feceris per 
litcras hflc missai. Intelligisiie ) an me Anglicfe et 
barbarice ad te hominem pcrdoctum Bcribere oportet ) 
C.Agnus. 
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Si status de franco tenemento datur avo, et in eadeio 
facto ei mediate Tcl immediate datur kcEredihus vel hoere- 
difms corporis dicti avi, poatrema hsec verba Bunt Limita- 
tionis non Perquiaitionis. 

Dbti. CAELiGNULUB. 



To COWDEN CLARKE. 

I.ETTBR CCCXLI.] Edmonton, February 2, IgSS. 

Dear Cowden — Your books are aa the gushing of streams 
in a desert. Bj the way, jou have sent no autobiographii 
Your letter seems to imply you had. Nor do I wa 
any. Cowden, they are of the hooks which I give away. 
What damu'd Unitarian skewer-soul'd tliitigs the geoeral 
biographies turn out! "Rank and Talent" you shall 
have when Mrs. May has done with 'em. Mary likes Mrs. 
Bedinfield much. For me, I read nothing but Astrea 
— it has turn'd my brain— I go about with a switch 
tum'd up at the end for a crook ; and Lambs being too 
old, the batcher tells me, my cat follows me in a green 
ribband. Becky and her cousin are getting pastoral 
dresses, and then we shall all four go about Areadiaing, 
cruel ShepherdesiS ! Inconstant, yet fair, and more 
inconstant for being fair ! Her gold ringlets fell in a 
disorder superior to order ! Come and join us. 

I am called the Black Shepherd — you shall be Cowden 
with the Tuft. 

Prosaically, we shall be gla'l to have you both — or any 
two of you — drop in by surprise some Saturday night. 

This must go off. 

Loves to Vittoria, 0. L. 

To H. 0. EOBINSON. 
LETrBB CCCSLII.] EnJUld. Fcbrway 27, 1828. 

Dear R.— Expectation was alert on the receipt of 
your Btrange-shaped present, whUe yet undisclosed from 
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its fuse eDvelope. Some said, 'tis a viol da Gamha, 
others pronounced it a fiddle; I, myself, iioped it a 
liqueur case, pregnant with eau-de-vie and such odd 
nectar. When midwifed into daylight, the gossips were 
at a loss to pronounce upon its sjiecies. Most took it 
for a marrow spoon, an apple scoop, a banker's guinea 
shoTcl; at length its true scope appeared, its drift, to 
save the back-bone of my sister stooping to scuttles : a 
philanthropic intent; borrowed, no doubt, from some of 
the Colliers. You save people's backs one way, and 
break 'em again by loads of obligation. The spectacles 
are delicate and Yulcanian. No lighter texture than 
their steel did the cuckoldy blacksmith frame to catch 
Mrs. Vulcan and the Captain ia For ungalled forehead, 
as for back unbursten, you have Mary's thanks. Marry, 
for my own peculium of obligation, 'twas supererogatory. 
A second part of Pamela was enough in conscieaoe. Two 
Pamelas in a house are too much, without two Mr. B.'s 
to reward 'em. 

Mary, who is handselling her new aerial perspectives 
upon a pair of old worsted stockings trod out in Cheshunt 
lanes, sends her love : I, great good-liking. Bid us a 
personal ferewell before you see the Vatieaa 

Ohables Laub. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lmtbe OCCXLIIL] March 25, 182&. 

Dear B. B. — I send you by desire Darley's very 
poetical poem. You will like, I think, the novel head- 
ings of each scene. Scenical directions in verse are 
novelties. With it I send a few duplicates, which are 
therefore of no value to nie ; and may amuse an idle 
hour. Read "Christmas": 'tis the productionofayoung 
author, who reads all your writings. A good word from 
you about his little book would be as balm to him. It 
has no pretensions, and makes none. But parts an 
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pretty. In Field's Appendix turn to a poem called the 
Kaoguroo. It is in the beet way of our old poets, if I 
mistake not. I have jiiBt come from town, vbere I have 
been to get my bit of quarterly pension ; and have 
brought home, from stalls in Barbican, the old " Pilgrim's 
Progress" with the prints — Vanity Fair, etc. — now scarce. 
Four shillings. Cheap. And also cue of whom I have 
oft heard and had dreams, but never saw in the fiesh — 
that is in sheepskin — "The whole theologie works of 
THOMAS AQUINAS." 

Ky arms ached with lugging it a mile to the stage; 
but the burden was a pleasure, such as old Anchiees was 
to the shoulders of .^neas, or the Lady to the Loyer in 
old romance, who having to carry her to the top of a 
high roountjiia (the price of obtaining her,) clambered 
with her to the top, and fell dead with fatigue. 

" Oh the glorious old Schoolmen I " 
There must be something in him. Such great names 
imply greatness. Who hath seen Michael Angelo'a 
thingB^of us that never pilgrimaged to Rome — and yet 
which of us disbelieves his greatness t How I will revel 
in bis cobwebs and subtleties, till my brain spins I 

N.£. 1 have writ in the old Hamlet : offer it to 
Hitford in my name, if he have not seen it. 'Tis woe- 
fully below our editions of it. But keep it, if you like. 
(What is M. to me ?) 

I do not mean this to go for a. letter, only to apprise 
you that the parcel is booked for you this 25th March, 
J829, from the Four Swans, Bisbopegate. With both 
our loves to Lucy and A. K, Yours ever, 0. L. 



To H. 0. ROBINSON. 

Lbtfeb CCCXHV,] Jpril 10, 182ft 

Dear Robinson — We are afraid you will slip from us 
from England without again seeing us. It would be 
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charity to come aod Bee me. I have ttiesc three days 
been laid up with strong rheumatic pains, in loins, back, 
shoulders. I shriek sometimes from the violence of 
them. I get scarce any sleep, and the consequence is, I 
am restless, and want to change sides as I he, and I can- 
not turn without resting; on mj bauds, and eo turning 
all mj body all at once, like a log with a lever. While 
this rainy weather lasts, I have no hope of alleviatioa. 
I have tried flannels and embrocatioo in vain. Just at 
the hip joint the pangs sometimes are so excruciating, 
that I cry out. It is as violent as the cramp, and far 
more continuous. I am ashamed to whine about tliese 
complaints to you, who can ill enter into them ; but 
indeed they are sharp. You go about, in rain or fine, 
at all hours, without discommodity. I envy you your 
immunity at a time of life not much removed from my ■ 
own. But you owe your exemption to temperance, 
which it is too iate for me to pursue. I, in my lifetime, 
have had my good things. Hence my frame is brittle — 
yours strong as brass. I never knew any ailment you 
had. You can go out at night in all weathers, sit up all 
hours. Well, I don't want to moraUse ; I only wish to 
say that if you are inclined to a game at double-dumby, 
I would try and bolster myself in a chair for a rubber 
or so. My days are tedious, but leas so, and less painful 
than my nights. May you never know the pain and 
difficulty I have in writing so much ! Mary, who ia 
most kind, joins in the wish. C. Laub. 



Letteh CCCXLV.J April 17, 1829. 

I do confess to mischief. It was the subtlest dia- 
bolical piece of malice heart of man has contrived. I 
have no more rheumatism than that poker. Never was 
freer from all pains and aches. Every joint sound, to 
the tip of the ear from the extremity of the lesser too. 
The report of thy torments was blown circuitously here 
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from Bury. I could not resist the jeer. I concdved 
you writhing when you ehould just receive my congratu- 
latioDs. How mad you'd be ! Well, it is uot ia my 
method to inflict paugB. I leave that to Heaven : but 
in the existiug pangs of a friend I have a share. Hia 
disquietude crowns my exemptiou. I imagine you howl- 
ing, and pace across the room, shooting out my free arms, 
legs, etc, this way and that way, with an assurance of 
not kindling a spark of pain from them. I deny that 
Kature meant ub to sympathise with agonies. Those 
face-contortions, retortions, distortions have the merrineBS 
of antife. Nature meant them for farce — not so pleasant 
to the actor, indeed ; but Grimaldi cries when we laugh, 
and 'tis but one that sufiers to make thousands r^oice. 

You say that shampooing is incfTcctiuJ ; but, per se, 
it is good, to show the introvolutions, extravolutions, of 
which the animal frame is capable — to show what the 
creature is receptible of, short of dissolution. 

You are worst of nights, an't yout You never was 
rack'd, was youl I should like an authentic map of 



You seem to have the flying gout. You can scarcely 
screw a smile out of your face, can youl I sit at 
immunity and sneer ad libitnm. Tis now the time for 
you to make good resolutions. I may go on breaking 
'em for anything the worse I find myself. Your doctor 
seems t« keep you on the long cure. Precipitate healings 
are never good. Don't come while you are so bad ; I 
shan't be able to attend to your throes and the diiroby at 
once. I should like to know how slowly the pmn goes 
off. But don't write, unless the motion will be likely to 
make your sensibility more exquisite. 

Your affectionate and tndy healthy Mend, 

0. Lamb. 

Mary thought a letter, from me might amuse you in 
your torment. ';;'-: 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB, 



To WALTER WILSON. 
Lftter CCCXLTI.] Man 2S, 1829. 

Dear W. — Introduce this, or omit it, as you like. 
I think I wrote better about it in u letter to you from 
India H. If you have tlmt, pierhups out of the two I 
could [mtch up a lietter thing, if you'd return both. But 
I am Tery poorly, and have been harassed with an illness 
of my sister'a. 

The Ode was printed in the Aeic Timet nerfHy the 
end of 1825, and I have only omitted some silly lines, 
call it a corrected copy. 

YouiB ever, 0. Lamb. 

Put my name to either, or both, as you like. 
Walter Wilson, Esq., 
Burnett House, 

Keat Bittb, Souetsetshir& 



To THOMAS ALLSOP. 
Leitbr CCCXLVII.] [Summer 1829]. 

At midsummer, or soon after (I will let you know the 
previous day), I will take a day with you in the purlieua 
of my old haunts. No offence has been taken, any more 
than meant. My house is full at present, but empty of 
its chief pride. She is dead to me for many months. 
But when I see you, then I will say. Come and see me. 
With undiminished friendship to you both. 

Your faithful, but queer, 0. L, 

How you frighted me I Never write again, " Cole- 
ridge is dead," at the end of a line, and tamely come in 
witli,^" to his friends " at the beginning of another. Love 
^'■juicker, and fear from love, than the transition ocular 
fa)in*line to line. 
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I feel as if I had nothing farther to write about. I 
■ foi^t the prettiest letter 1 ever read, that I have received 
from " Pleasures of Memory " Rogers, in acknowledgmeut 
of a Bonnet I sent him on the loss of his brother. 

It is too long to transcribe, but I hope to show it you 
some day, as I hope some time again to see you, when nil 
of us are weU, Only it ends thus : " We were nearly of 
an age ; he was the elder. He was the only person in 
the world in whose eyes I always appeared young." 
I will now take my leave with assuring you that I am 
most interested in hoping to hear favourable accounts 
from you. With kindest regards to A. K. and you, yours 
truly, C. L. 



Lettee CCCXLIX.] 

There ! — a fuller, plumper, juicier date never dropt 
from Idumean palm. Am I in the date-ive case now 1 If 
not, a fig for dates, which is more than a date b worth. 
I never stood much affected to these limitary specialities j 
least of all, since the date of my auperaunuation. 

Dear B. B. — Your handwriting has conveyed much 
pleasure to me in report of Lucy's restoration, Would 
I could send you as good news of my poor Lucy. But 
some wearisome weeks I must remain lonely yet. I have 
had the loneliest time, near ten weeks, broken by a short 
apparition of Emma for her holidays, whose departure 
only deepened the returning solitude, and by ten days I 
have past in town. But town, with all my native hanker- 
ing after it, is not what it was. The streets, the shops 
are left ; but all old friends are gone ! And in London 
I was frightfully convinced of this as I passed houses and 
places, empty caskets now. I have ceased to care almost 
ftbout anybody. The bodies I cared for arc in graves, 
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things are all the magazinea now ! I contrive studionsly 
not to Bee them. The popular Nevi Monthly is perfect 
trafih. Poor Heasej', I suppoBe jou Bee, has failed ; Hunt 
and Clarke too. Your " Vidgar Truths " will be a good 
name ; and I think your prose must please — me at least 
But 'tis useless to write poetry with no purchasera. 
'Tis cold work authorship, without something to puff one 
into fashion. Could you not write something on Quaker- 
ism, for Quakers to read, but nominally addressed to 
Hon-Quakers, explaining your dogmas — waiting on the 
Spirit— by the anali^y of human calmness and patient 
waiting on the judgment } I scarcely know what I 
mean, but to make Non-Quakers reconciled to your 
doctrines, by showing something like them in mere human 
operations; but I hardly underatand myself; so let it 
pass for nothing. I pity you for over-work ; but I assure 
you, no work is worse. The mind preys on itself, the 
most unwholesome food. I bragged formerly that I 
could not have too much time. I have a surfeit. 
With few years to come, the days are wearisome. But 
weariness is not eternal. Something will shine out to 
take the load off that flags me, which is at present 
intoleraUe. I have killed an hour or two in this poor 
scrawl. I am a sanguinary murderer of time, and would 
kill him inch-meal just now. But the snake is vital. 
Well : I shall write merrier anon. 'Tis the present copy 
of my countenance I send, and to complain is a little 
to alleviate. May you enjoy yourself as far as the 
wicked wood will let you, and think that you are not 
quite alone as I am I Health to Lucia, and to Anna, 
and kind remembrances. 

Your forlorn, 0, L. 

To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 
Lbitbb CCCL.] 1829. 

Dear Coleridge — Your sonnet is capital. The paper 
is ingenious, only that it split into four parts (besides a 
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side splinter) in the carriage, I have transferred it to 
the common English paper manufaetured of rags, for 
better preserration. I never knew before how the Iliad 
and Odyssey were written. 'Tis strikingly corroborated 
by observations on Oats. These domestic animals, put 
'em on a rug before the fire, wink their eyes up, and 
listen to the kettle, and then purr, which is l/teir poetry. 
On Sunday week we kias your hands (if they are 
clean). This next Sunday I have been engaged for some 
time. 

With remembrances to your good host and hostess, 
Yours ever, C. Lamb, 



Lettkb CCCLI.] Tuesday 1828. 

My dear Coleridge — With pain and grief; I must 
entreat yon to eacuse us on Tbureday. My head, though 
externally correct, has had a severe concussion in my 
long illness, and the very idea of an engagement banging 
over for a day or two, forbids my rest, and I get up 
miserable. I am not well enoi^h for company. I do 
assure you, no other thing prevents my coming. I 
expect Field and his brothers this or to-morrow evening, 
and it worries me to death that I am not ostensibly ill 
enough to put 'em off. I will get better, when I diall 
hope to see your nephew. He will come again. Mary 
joins in best love to the Gitlmans. Do, I earnestly 
entreat yon, excuse me. I assure you, again, that I am 
not lit to go out yet. 

Yours (though shattered), 0. Laub. 



To Mr. SERJEANT TALFOXJRD. 
Letter CCCLIl.] [1829.] 

Dear Talfourd — You could not have told me of a 
more friendly thing than you have been doing, I am 
proud of my namesake. I shall take care never to do 
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any dirtj action, [nek pockets, or anjhow get mys^ 
hanged, for fear of reflecting ignominy upon yonr young 
Chrisom. I have now a motive to be good. I shall not 
omni) laoriar; — my name borne down the black gulf of 
oblivion. 

I shall Burrive in eleven letters, five more than Caesar. 
Possibly I shall come to be knighted, or more I Sir C. 
L. Talfourd, Bart. I 

Yet hath it an authorieh twang vith it, which vill 
wear out my name for poetry. Give him a smile from 
me till I see him. If you do not drop down before, some 
day in the v)eeh after next I will come and take one night's 
lodging with you, if convenient, before you go hence. 
You shall name it. We are in town to-morrow speciali 
grati&, but by no arrangement can get up near you. 

Relieve ub both, with greatest regards, yours and Mrs. 
Talfomd's. 



To GILLMAII. 
LnTKK CCCLIIL] Cha»e Side, EnJUU, Oddber 26, 1829. 

Dear Gillman~-Allsop brought me your kind message 
yesterday. How can I account for haTing not visited 
Highgate this long time^ Change of place seemed to 
have changed me. How grieved I was to hear in what 
indifferent health Coleridge has been, and I not to know 
of it I A little school divinity, well applied, may be 
healing. I send him honest Tom of Aquin ; that was 
always au obscure great idea to me : I never thought or 
dreamed to see him in the flesh, hut t'other day I rescued 
him from a stall in Barbican and brought him off in 
triumph. He comes to greet Coleridge's acceptance, for 
his shoe-latehete I am uuwortliy to unloose. Yet there 
are pretty pro's and con's, and such unsatisfiietnry 
learutug in him. Commend me to the question of 
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etjquette — " utmm annujiciatio debuerk fieri per 
angelum " — QwBst. 30, Articulut 2, I protest, till now 
I had thouglit Gabriel a, fellow of aome mai-k and liveli- 
hoixi, not a simple esquire, as I find him. Well, do not 
break jour lay hraina, nor I neither, with these curious 
nothings. They are nuts to our dear friend, whom 
hoping to see at your first friendly hint that it will be 
convenient, I end with begging our very kindest loves to 
Mrs. Gillman. We have had a sorry house of it here. 
Our spirits have beeu reduced till we were at hope's end 
what to do. Obliged to quit this house, and afraid to 
eng^^ another, till in extremity, I took the desperate 
resolve of kicking house and all 'down, like Bnnyan's 
pack ; and here we are in a new life at board and lodging, 
with an honest. couple ourneighbours. We have ridded 
ourselves of the cares of dirty acres ; and the change, 
though of less than a week, has had the most beneficial 
efi'eots on Mary already. She looks two years and a 
half younger for it. But we have had sore trials. 
Ood send us one happy meeting I — Yours faithfully, 
C. Lamb. 



To VINCENT NOYELLO. 
Lettek CCCLIV.] iOdober 18».] 

Dear Fugueist, 

or hear'st thou rather 
Contrapuntist ? — 
We expect you four (as many as the table will hold 
without squeezing) at Mrs. Westwood's Table d'H6te on 
Thursday. Yon will find the White House shut up, and 
us moved under the wing of the Phtenix, which gives us 
friendly refuge. Beds for guests, marry, we have none, 
but cleanly accomodings at the Crown and Horse-Shoe, 
Yours harmonically, C, L. 

Vineentio (wliat, hoi) Novcllo, a Squire, 

6t!, Great Queeu Street, Lincoln's Inn Fields. 
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To WALTER WILSON. 

Letter CCCLY.] Er{fitld. KovwiUr 15. 1829. 

M7 dear Wilson — I have not opened a packet of 
unknovQ contents for many years that gave me so much 
pleasure as when I diaelosed your three volumes. I 
have given them a careful perusal, and they have taken 
their degree of classical books upon my shelvee. De Foe 
vas always my darling ; but what darkness was I in as 
to far the larger part of his writings \ I have now an 
epitome of them all. I think the way in which jou 
have done the " Life " the most judicious you could have 
pitched upon. You have made him tell his own story, 
and your comments are in keeping with the tale. Why, 
I never heard of such a work as the Remew. Strange 
that in my stall -hunting days I never go much as lit 
upon an odd volume of it. This circumstance looks as 
if they were never of any great circulation. But I may 
have met with 'em, and not knowing the prize, overpast 
'em. I was almost a stranger to the whole history of 
Dissenters in those reigns, and picked my way through 
that strange book the " Consolidator " at random. How 
affecting are some of bis personal appeals i What a 
machine of projects lie set on foot ! and following writers 
have picked his pocket of the patents. I do not under- 
Btand whereabouts in " Kosana " he himself left off. I 
always thought the complete-tourist-sort of description of 
the town she passes through on her last embarkation 
miserably unseasonable and out of place. I knew not 
they were spurious. Enlighten me as to where the 
apocryphal matter commences. I, by accident, can 
correct one A. D., "Family Instructor," vol. ii. 1718; 
you say his first volume had then reached the fourth 
edition ; now I have a fifth, printed for Eman Matthews, 
1717. So have I plucked one rotten date, or rather 
picked it up where it had inadvertently fallen, from your 
flomisluug date tree, the Palm of Eng^dL I may take 
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it for my painB. I think yours a book which every 
public libraiy must have, and every English scholar should 
have. I am sure it has enriched my meagre stock of the 
author's works. I seem to be twice as opulent. Mary 
is by my side, just finishiug the second volume. It must 
have interest to divert her away so long from her modem 
novels. Colbum will be quite jealous. I was a little 
disappointed at my " Ode to the TreadmU] " not finding 
a place, but it came out of time. The two papers of 
mine wil! puzzle the reader, being so akin. Odd, that 
never keeping a scrap of my own letters, with some 
fifteen years' interval I should nearly have said the same 
things. But I shall always feel happy in having my 
name go down anyhow witli De Foe's, and that of his 
historiographer. I promise myself, if not immortality, 
yet diutemity of being read in consequence. We have 
both had much illness this year ; and feeliug infirmities 
and fretfulnesa grow upon us, we have cast off the cares 
of housekeeping, sold off our goods, and commenced 
boarding and lodging with a very comfortable old couple 
uext door to where you found us. We use a sort of 
common table. Nevertheless, we have reserved a private 
one for an old friend ; and when Mrs. Wilson and you 
revisit Babylon, we shall pray you to make it yours for a 
season. Our very kindest remembrances to you both. 

From your old friend and fellow-jimmalist, now in 
two initancOf C, Lahb. 

Hazlitt is going to make your book a basis for a 
review of De Foe's Novels in the "Edinbro'." 1 wish I 
had health and spirits to do it. Hone I have not seen, 
but I doubt not he will be much pleased with your per- 
formance. I very much hope you will give ua an account 
of Dunton, etc. But what I should more like to see 
would be a Life and Times of Eunyan. Wishing health 
to you, and long life to your healthy book, again I 
subscribe m% 

Yours iu verity, 0. L. 
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To Mb. GaLMAN. 

Lbttee CCCLTI.] NoteBiUr 30, 1829. 

Dear Q.- — The excnrsionista reached home, and the 
good town of Enfield, a little after four, without slip or 
dialucation. Little has transpired concerning the events 
of the baclt-joumey, save that on passing the house of 
'Squire Mellish, situate a stone-bow's cast from the 
hamlet. Father Westwood, with a good-natured wonder- 
ment, ezclaimed, "I cannot think what is goue of Mr. 
Mellish's rooka. I fiiney thej have taken flight some- 
where, but I have missed them two or three years 
past" All this while, according to his fellow-traveller's 
report, the rookery was darkening the air above with 
undiminished population, and deafening all ears but his 
■with their cawings. But Nature has been gently with- 
drawing such phenomena from the notice of two of Thomas 
Westwood's eeiises, from the time he began to miss the 
rooks. T. Westwood h^ passed a retired life in this 
hamlet, of thirty or forty years, living upon the minimum 
»hich is consistent with gentility, yet a star among the 
minor gentry, receiving the bows of the tradespeople, and 
courtesies of the alms-women, daily. Children venerate 
htm not less for his external show of gentry, than they 
wonder at him for a gentle rising endorsation of the 
person, not amounting to a hump, or if a hump, innocuous 
as the hump of the buflalo, and coronative of as mild 
qualities. "lis a throne on which patience seems to sit, — 
the proud perch of a self-respecting humility, stooping 
with condescension. Thereupon the cares of life have 
sate, and rid him easily. For he has tlirid tlie anguatim 
dom&s with dexterity. Life opened upon him with com- 
pp.rafive brilliancy. He set out as a rider or traveller 
for a wholesale house, in which capacity he tells of many 
kair-hreadth escapes that befell him ; one espcc>ally, how 
he rode a road horse into the town of Devizes ; how 
horse and rider arrived in a foam, to the utter constema- 
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a mansion ; mairied a daughter ; qualified a son for a 
counting -houee ; gotten the respect of high and low ; 
served for self or eulMtitute the greater parish offices ; 
hath a special voice at vestries ; and, domiciliating us, 
hath reflected a portion of his house-keeping respectability 
upon your humble servants. We are greater, being his 
lodgers, than when we were substantial renters. His 
name is a passport to take off the sneers of the native 
Enfielders against obnoxious foreigners. We are en- 
denizened. Thus much of T. Westwood have I thought 
fit to acquaint you, that you may see the exemplary 
reliance upon Providence with which I entrusted so dear 
a charge as my own sister to the guidance of a man 
that rode the mad horse into Devizes. To come from his 
heroic character, all the amiable qualities of domestic life 
concentre in this tameil Bellerophon. He is esceilent 
over a glass of grog; just as pleasant without it; laughs 
when he hears a joke, and when (which is much oftener) 
he hears it not ; sings glorious old sea-songs on festivcd 
nights ; and but upon a slight acquaintance of two years, 
Coleridge, is as dear a deaf old man to us as old Norris 
(rest his soul !) was after fifty. To him and his scanty 
literature (what there is of it, soured) have we flown from the 
metropolis and its damn'd annualists, reviewers, authors, 
and the whole muddy inl{ press of that stagnant pool. 

Now, Gillman again, you do not know the treasure of 
the Fullers. Z calculate on having massy reading till 
Christmas. All I want here is books of the true sort, 
not those things in boards that modems mistake for 
books, what they club for at book-clubs. 

I did not mean to cheat you with a blank side, but 
my eye smarts, for which I am taking medicine, and 
abstain, this day at least, from any aliments but milk- 
porridge, the innocent taste of which I am anxious to 
renew after a half- century's disacquaintance. If a blot 
foil here like a tear, it is not pathos, but an angry eye. 

Farewell, while my ipedlla ore sound. 

Yours and yours, 0. Lamb. 
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Letter CCCLVII,] [Deember] 1829. 

Pray trust mo with the " Church History," as well aa 
the " Worthies." A moon shall restore both. Also give 
me back " Him of Aquinum." In return you have the 
liffht of my countenaTice. Adieu. 

P.S. — A Bister also of mine comes with it. A son of 
Nimshi drives her. Their driving will have been furious, 
impasaioned. Pray God they have not toppled over 
the tunnel I I promise you I fear their steed, bred out 
of the wind without father, eemi-Melchisedecish, hot, 
phaetoutic From my cowitry lodgings at Bafield. 

0.1* 



Lbtter CCCLVIIT.] [Dccember\ 182B. 

Dear Gillman — Pray do you, or S, T. C, immediately 
write to say you have received hack the golden works of 
the dear, fine, silly old angel, which I part from, bleeding, 
and to say how the Winter has used you all. 

It is our intention soon, weather permitting, to come 
over for a day at Highgate ; for beds we will trust to the 
Gate-House, should you be full : t«ll me if we may come 
casually, for in this change of climate there is no naming 
a day for walking. With best loves to Mrs. Gillman, etc. 

Tours, mopish, but in health, 0. Lamb. 

I shall be uneasy till I hear of Fuller's safe arrival. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Lbtteii CCCLIX.] Decetriber 8, 1829. 

My dear B, B. — You are very good to have been 
uneasy about ns, and I have the satisfaction to tell you 
that, we are both in better health and spirit* than we 
have been for a year or two past ; I may say than we 
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have been eince we have been at Enfield. The canse 
may not appear quite adequate, when I tell you that 
a course of ill-health and spirits brought us to the 
determination of giving up our house here, and we are 
boarding and lodging with a worthy old couple, long 
inhabjtants of Enfield, where everything is done for us 
without our trouble, further than a reasonable weekly pay- 
ment. We should have done bo before, but it is not easy 
to ftesh and blood to give up an ancient establishment, 
to discard old Penates, and from house keepers to turn 
house sharers. {N.B. We are not in the workhoiise.) 
Diocletian, in his garden, found more repose than on the 
imperial seat of Rome ; and the nob of Charles the Fifth 
ached seldoraer under a monk's cowl than under the 
di^idem. With such shadows of assimilation we coun- 
tenance our degradation. With such a load of dignified 
cares just removed from our shoulders, we can the more 
understand and pity the accession to yours, by the 
advancement to an assigneeship. I will tell you honestly, 
B. B., that it hits been long my deliberate judgment th^t 
all bankrupts, of whatsoever denomination, civil or reli- 
gious, ought to be hanged. The pity of mankind baa 
for ages run in a wrong channel, and has been diverted 
from poor creditors — {how many I have known sufferers I 
Hazlitt has just been defrauded of £100 by his bookseller- 
friends breaking) — to scoundrel debtors. I know all 
the topics — that distress may come upon an honest man 
without his fault ; that the failure of one that he trusted 
wsa his calamity, etc. Then let both be hanged. how 
careful it would make traders 1 These are my deliberate 
thoughts, after many years' experience in matters of trade. 
What a world of trouble it would have saved you, if 
Friend * * * * had been immediately hanged, without 
benefit of clergy, which (being a Quaker I presume) he 
could not reasonably insist upon. Why, after slaving 
twelve mouths in your asaign-businesa, you will be enabled 
to declare 7d, in the pound in all human probability. 
B. B., be should be hanged. Trade will never re-flourish 
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in tbis land till euch a law is established. I vrit« b^, 
not to save iuk bttt eyes, mine baviag beea troubled witb 
reading through three folios of old Fuller ia alnioet aa 
few days, and I went to bed laat night in agony, and am 
writing with a vial of eye-water before me, alternately 
dipping in vial and inkstand. This may inflame my zeal 
against bankrupts, but it was my speculation when I 
could see better. Half the world's misery (Eden eUe) is 
owing to want of money, and all that waut Je owing to 
bankrupts. I declare I would, if the state wanted practi- 
tionera, turn hangman myself, and should have great 
pleasure in hanging the first bankrupt after my salutary 
law should be established. I have seen no Annuals, and 
wish to see none. 1 like your fun upon them, and was 
quite pleased with Bowles's sonnet. Hood is, or was, at 
Brighton ; but a note (prose or rhyme) to him, Robert 
Street, Adelphi, I am sure, woidd extract a copy of hit, 
which also I have not seen. Wishing you and yours all 
health, I conclude while these frml glasses are to me — 
eyes. C. L. 



To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
LETTRit CCCLX.] January 22, 1830. 

And is it a year since we parted from you at the steps 

of Edmonton stage 1 There are not now the years that 
there used to be. The tale of the dwindled age of men, 
reported of successional mankind, is true of the same man 
only. We do not live a year in a year now. 'Tis a 
punctum staru. The seasons pass us with indifference. 
Spring cheers not, nor Winter heightens our gloom ; 
Autumn hath foregone its moralities, — they are " hey-pass 
repass," as in a show-box. Yet, aa far aa last year occurs 
back, — for they scarce show a reflex now, they make no 
memory as heretofore, — 'twas sufficiently gloomy. Let 
the suUeu nothing pass. Suffice it, that after sad spirits. 
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prolonged through many of its months, as it called them, 
we have cast our eliiDS ; have taken a iitrewell of the 
pompous, troublesome trifle, called housekeeping, and 
are settled down into poor boarders and lodgers at next 
door with an old couple, the Baucis and Baucida of dull 
Enfield. Here we have nothing to do with our victuals 
but to eat them ; with the garden but to see it grow; 
with the tax-gatherer but to hear him knock ; with the 
maid but to hear her scolded. Scot and lot, butcher, 
baker, are things unknown to us, save as spectators of the 
pageant. We are fed we know not how ; quietists — con- 
fiding ravens. We have otiumpro dignitat«, a respectable 
insignificance. Yet in the self-condemned obliviousness, in 
the stagnation, some molesting yearnings of life, not quit« 
killed, rise, prompting me that there was a London, and 
that I wa^ of tliut old Jerusalem. In dreams I am in 
Fleet Market, but I wake and cry to sleep again. I die 
hard, a stubborn Eluisa in this detestable Paraclete. 
What have I gained by health 1 Intolerable dulness. 
What by early hours and moderate meals ! A total blank. 
never let the lying poets be believed, who 'tice men 
from the cheerful haunts of streets, or thiuk they mean 
it not of a country vill^e. In the ruins of Palmyra I 
could gird myself up to solitude, or muse to the snorings 
of the Seven Sleepers ; but to have a little teazing image 
of a town about one ; country folks that do not look like 
country folks ; shops two yards square, half-a-dozen apples, 
and two penn'orth of overlooked ginger-bread for the lofty 
fruiterers of Oxford Street ; and, for the immortal book 
and print stalls, a circulating library that stands still, 
where the show-picture is a last year's Valentine, and 
whither the fame of the last ten Scotch novels has not yet 
travelled, — (marry, they just begin to be conscious of the 
Sedf/av.ntlet .-) — to have a new plastered flat church, and 
to be wishing that it was but a cathedral I The very 
blackguards here are degenerate ; the topping gentry stock- 
brokers ; the passengers too many to insure your quiet, or 
let you go about whistling or gaping, too few to be the 
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incorrigibly nervous to letter writing for a long interval. 
'Twill please you all to hear, that though I fret like a lion 
in a net, her present health and spirits are better than 
they hare been for some time past. She ia al>aolateIy 
three years and a half younger, as I tell her, Bince we 
have adopted this boarding plan. 

Our providers are an honest pair, Dame W[estwood] 
and her hu8ban<l. He, when the light of prosperity 
ahined on them, a moderately thriving haberdasher, within 
Bow bells, retired Bince with something under a compe- 
tence ; writes himself parcel gentleman ; hath borne pariBh 
offices ; sings fine old sea songs at threescore and ten ; 
sighs only now and then when he thinks tl|at he has a Bon 
on his hands, about fifteen, whom he finds a difiiculty in 
getting out into the world, and then checks a sigh with 
muttering, as I once heard him prettily, not meaning to 
be heard, " I have married my daugbtej', however ;" takes 
the weather as it comes ; outsidea it to town in severest 
season ; and o' winter nights tell9 old stories not tending to 
literature (how comfortable to author-rid folks !), and has 
tme anecdote, upon which and about forty pounds a year 
he seems to have retired in green old age. It was how 
he was a rider in his youth, travelling for shops, and once 
(not to l)alk hia employer's bargain) on a sweltering day 
in August, rode foaming into Dunstable upon a mad liors^ 
to the dismay and espostulatory wonderment of innkeepeis, 
ostlerB, etc., who deelareil they would not have bestrid 
. the beast to win the Derby. Understand, the creature 
galled to death and desperation by gad-fiiea, cormorants- 
winged, worse than beset Inachus's daughter. This he 
telle, this he brindlea and burnishes on a Winter's eve; 
lis his star of set glory, his r^uvenescence, to descant 
upon. Far from me be it {dii avertant) to look a gift 
story in the mouth, or cruelly to surmise (as those who 
doubt the plunge of Curtius) that the ioseparate con- 
jtmcture of man and beast, the centaur-phenomenon that 
staggered all Dunstable, might have been the efiect of nn- 
nunantio Decessity ; that the boi^e-part carried tk« reason- 
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itig, willy nilly; that needs miist when siich a devil drove; 
that certain spiral configurations in the frame of T[honia8] 
'W[estwood] unfriendly to alighting, made the alliance 
more forcible than voluntary. Let him enjoy his fame 
for me, nor let me hint o whisper that sliall dismount 
Bellerophon. But in case he was an involuntary martyr, 
yet if in the fiery conflict he buckled the soul of a constant 
haberdafiher to him, and adopted his flames, let accident 
and him share the glory. You would all like Thomas 
Westwood. How weak is painting to describe a man ! 
Say that he stands four feet and a nail high by his own 
yard measure, which, like the sceptre of Agamemnon, shall 
never sprout again, still you have no adequate idea ; nor 
when I tell you that his dear hump, which I have favoured 
in the picture, seems to me of the butfalo — indicative and 
repository of mild qualities, a budget of kindnesses — atill 
you have not the man. Knew you old Norris of the 
Temple 1 sixty years ours and our father's friend t He 
was not more natural to ns than this old W., the acquaint- 
ance of scarce more weeks. Under his roof now ought I 
to take my rest, but that back-looking ambition tells me 
I might yet be a Londoner ! Well, if we ever do move, 
we have incumbrances the less to impede us ; all our 
fuToiture has faded under the auctioneer's hammer, going 
for nothing, like the tarnished frippery of the prodigal, 
and we have only a spoon or two left to bless us. Clotlied 
we came into Enfield, and naked we must go out of it. 
I would live in London shirtless, bookless. Henry 
Crabb is at Eome ; advices to that effect have reached 
Bury. But by solemn legacy he bequeathed at parting 
(whether he should live or die) a turkey of Suffolk to 
be sent eveiy succeeding Christmas to ua and divers 
other friends. What a genuine old bachelor's action ! I 
fear he will find the air of Italy too classic. His station 
is in the Harz forest ; his soul is be-Goethed. Miss Kelly 
we never see ; Taifourd not this half-year : the latter 
flourishes, but the exact number of his children (God for- 
give me !) I have utterly foigottea We single people are 
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often out in our count tliere. Shall I Bay two! We 
see Bcarce anybody. Can I cram loves enough to you all 
ia this little 1 Excuse particularising. C. L. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettek CCCLXI.] Ftbruarg 25, 18S0. 

Dear B. B, — To reply to you by return of post, I 
must gobble up my dinner and despatch this in propriA 
personA to the office, to be in time. So take it from me 
hastily, that you are perfectly welcome to furnish A. C. 
with the Bcrap, whicli I had olraost forgotten writing. 
The more my character comes to be known, the less my 
veracity will come to be suepectcd. Time every day cleara 
up some suspected narrative of Herodotus, Bruce, and 
others of lis great travellers. Why, that Joseph Paice 
was as real a person as Joseph Hume, and a great deal 
pleasanter. A careful observer of life, Bernard, has no 
need to invent. Nature romances it for liim. Dinner 
plates rattle, and I positively shall incur indigestion by 
carrying it half concocted to the post-house. Let me 
congratulate you on the Spring coming in, and do you in 
return condole with me on the Winter going out. When 
the old one goes, seldom comes a better. I dread the 
prospect of Summer, with his all-day-long days. No need 
of his assistance to make country places dull. With fire 
and candle-light I can dream myself in Holboru. With 
lightsome skies shining in to bed-time I can not This 
Mesech, and these tents of Eedar — I would dwell in the 
skirts of Jericho rather, and think every blast of the 
coming-iu mail a ram's bom. Give me old London at 
fire and plague times, rather than these tepid gales, healthy 
country air, and purposeless exercise. 

Leg of mutton absolutely on the table. 

Take our hasty loves and short farewell. 0. L. 
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To Mrs. HAZLITT. 
Letteb CCCLXII.] March i, 1830. 

Dear Sarah — I was meditating to come and see you, 
but I am unable for the walk. We are both very unwell, 
and under affliction fur poor Emma, who has had a very 
dangerous brain fever, and is lying very ill at Bury, from 
whence I expect a snmmona to fetch her. We are very 
sorry for your confinetneut. Any books I have are at your 
service. I am almost, I may say ^ite sure, that letters to 
India pay no postage, and may go by the regular Post 
Office, now in St. Martin' les Grand. I think any receiv- 
ing house would take them. I wish I could confirm your 
hopes about Dick Norris. But it is quit« a dream. Some 
old Bencher of his Buriiame is made Treaiurer for the year, 
I euppoae, which is an annual ofGce. Norris was Sub- 
Treasurer, quite a different thing. They were pretty well 
in the Summer ; since when we have heard nothing of 
them. 

Mrs. Reynolds is better than she has been for years. 
Site is with a disagreeable woman that she haS taken a 
mighty foncy to, out of spite to a rival woman she used 
to live aud quarrel with. She grows quite fat, they tell 
me, aud may live as long as I do, to be a tormenting rent- 
charge to my diminished income. We go on pretty com- 
fortably in our new place. I will come and have a talk 
with you when poor Emma's affair is settled, and will 
bring books. At present I am weak, and could hardly 
bring my legs home yesterday afler a much shoiter stroll 
than to Northaw. Mary has got her bonnet on for a 
short expedition. May you get better, as the Spring 
comes on. She sends her best love 

With mine. C. L. 

Mrs. Hflzlitt, 

Mrs. Tomlinaou'ii, 

Hortbiw, near rotter's Bar, Hert* 
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To Eev. JAMES GILLMAK. 

Letter CCCLXIII.] JlfarcA 8, 1830. 

My dear G— Your friend Battin (for I knew him 
immediately by the emooth satinity of hia style) must 
excuse me for adrocating ttie cause of his friends io Spital- 
fields. The fact is, I am retained by the Norwich 
people, and have abeady appeared in their paper under 
the signatures of "Lucius Sergius," "Bluff," "Broad- 
Cloth," " No-trade-to-the-WoolIen-Trade," " Anti-plush," 
etc., in defence of druggets and loDg cambtets. And 
without this pre-engagement, I feel I should naturally 

have chosen a side opposite to , for in the silken 

seemingness of his nature tli^re is that which offends me. 
My flesh tingles at such caterpillars. He shall not crawl 
me over. Let him and his workmen sing the old burthen, 

" Heigh ho, ye weavers ! " 
for any aid I shall offer them in this emergency. I waa 
over St. Luke's the other day with my friend Tnthill, and 
mightily* pleased with one of his contrivances for the 
comfort and amelioration of the students. They have 
double cells, in which a pair may lie feet to feet horizon- 
tally, and chat the time away as rationally as they can. 
It must certainly be more sociable for them tbese warm 
raving nights. The right-hand truckle in one of these 
friendly recesses, at present vacant, was preparing, I un- 
derstood for Mr. Irving. Poor fellow I it is time ha 
removed from Penlonville. I followed him as far as to 
Highbury the other day, with a mob at his heels, calling 
out upon Ermigiddon, who I suppose is some Scotch 
moderator. He squinted out his favourite eye last Friday, 
in the fury of poseessiou, upon a poor woman's shoulders 
that was crying matches, and has not missed it. The 
companion truck, as far as I could measure It with my 
eye, would conveuiently fit a person about the length ol 
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distance in turnpike roads is a trifle. The roof of s 
coach swiDg3 you down in an hour or two. We have a. 
sure hot joint on a Sunday ; and when bad we better J 
I suppose you know that ill health has obliged us t« give 
up houselteeping ; but we have an asylum at the very 
next door (oaly twenty-four incbeg further from town, 
which is not material in a country expedition), where a 
table ^kdte is kept for us, without trouble on our parts, 
and we adjourn after dinner, when one of the old world 
(old friends) drops casually down among us. Come and 
find us out; and seal our judicious change with your 
approbation, wliencver the whim bites, or the sun prompts. 
No need of announcement, for we are sure to be at 
home, 

I keep putting off the subject of my answer. In truth 
I am not in spirits at present to see Mr, Murray on such 
a business ; but pray offer him my acknowledgments, and 
an assurance that I shouhl like at least one of iiis pro- 
positions, as I have so much additional matter for the 
Specimens as might make two volumes in all; or one 
(new edition), omitting euch better-known authors as 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Joneon, etc. 

But we are both in trouble at present, A very dear 
young friend of ours, who passed her Christmas holidays 
here, haa been taken dangerously ill with a fever, from 
which ehe is very precariously recovering, and I expect a 
summons to fetch her when she is well enough to bear the 
journey from Bury, it is Emma leola, with whom we 
got acquainted at our first visit to your sister at Cam- 
bridge, and she has been an occasional inmate with us 
(and of late years much more frequently) ever einca 
While she is in this danger, and till she is out of it, and 
here in a probable way to recovery, I feci that I have no 
spirits for an engagement of any kind. It has been a 
terrible shock to us ; therefore I Leg that you will make 
my handsomest excuses to Mr, Murray. 

Our very kindest loves to Mrs. A. and the younger A.'& 

Your unforgotteu, C. Lamb, 
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How I employed myself between Epping and Enfield, 
the poor verses in the front of my paper may inform yon, 
which you may please to christen an " Acrostic in a Cross 
Eoad," and wliich I wish were worthier of the lady they 
refer to ; hut I trust you will plead my pardon to her on 
a snhject so delicate as a lady's good name. Your candour 
must acknowledge that they are written straight. And 
now, dear Madam, I have left myself liardly apace to 
express my sense of the friendly reception I found at 
Fornham. Mr. Williams will tell you that we had the 
pleasure of a slight meeting with him on the road, where 
I could almost have told him, but that it seemed un- 
gracious, that such had been your hospitality, that I 
scarcely missed the good master of the family at Fomham, 
though heartily I should have rqoiced to have made a 
little longer acquaintance with him. I will say nothing 
of our deeper obligations to both of you, because I think 
we agreed at Fomham that gratitude may be over- 
exacted on the part of the obliging, and over-expressed 
on the part of the obliged person. 

My sister and Miss laola join in respects to Mr. 
Williams and yourself Miss Isola will have the pleasure 
of writing to you next week, and we shall hope at your 
leisure to hear of your own health, etc. 

I am, dear Madam, with great respect, your obliged 

CaABX.B3 LA.MB. 



Letter CCCLXVI.] Enfield, Good Friday, 1830. 

Dear Madam — I do assure you that yourversea gratified 
me very much, and my sister is quite proud of them. 
For the first time ia my life I congratulated myself upon 
the shortness and meanness of my name. Hud it been 
Schwartzenberg or Esterhazy, it would have put you to 
some puzzle. I am afraid I shall sicken you of acrostics, 
but this last was written to order, I beg you to have 
inserted in your county paper something like this adver- 
tisement : "To the notiility, gentry, and others, " about 
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which I am just now full of. He has irritten to 70U for 
leave to publish a certain good-natured letter. I write not 
this to enforce his request, for we are fully aware that the 
refusal of such publication would be quite consistent with 
all that is good in your character. Neither he nor I 
expect it from you, nor exact it ; but if you would conaent 
tc it, you would oblige me by it, as well as- him. He ib 
just now iu a critical situation : kind frieada have opeued 
a coffee-house for hiui in the City, but their means have 
not extended to the purchase of coffee-pots, credit for 
Reviews, newspapers, nod other paraphernalia. So I am 
sitting in the skeleton of a possible divan. What right 
I have to interfere, you best know. Look on me ae a dog 
who went oiioe temporarily insane, and bit you, and now 
begs for a cnist. Will you set your wits to a dog) 

Our object ia to open a subscription, which my friende 
of the Times are moat willing to forward for him, but 
tliink that a leave from you to publish would aid it. 

But not aa atom of respect or kindness will or eliall it 
abate in either of us if you decline it. Have this strongly 
in your mind. 

Those Ewry-Day and TaUe Books will be a treasure 
a hundred years hence, but they have failed to make 
Hone's fortune. 

Here his wife and all his children are about me, gaping 
for coffee customers ; but how should they come in, seeing 
no pot boiling ! 

Enough of Hone, I saw Coleridge a day or two since. 
He has had some severe attack, not paralytic ; but if I 
had not heard of it I should not have found it out. He 
looks, and especially speaks, strong, HoV are all the 
Wordsworths and all the Southeys 1 whom I am obliged 
to you if you have not brought up haters of the name of 
C. Lamb. 

P.S. — I have gone lately into the acrostic line. I find 
genius (such as I had) declines with me, but I get clever. 
Bo you know anybody that wants charades, or sue'i things, 
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for Albums ) I do 'em at so much a sheet. Perhaps an 
epigram (not a veij happy-gram) I did for a school-boy 
yesterday may amiiBe. I pray Jove lie may not get a 
Hogging for any false quantity ; but 'tis, with one excep- 
tion, the only Latin verses I have made for forty years ; 
and I did it "to order." 

CUIQUB SUUM. 
Adsciscit Eibi divitina et apes nlienas 

Fur, mpieDs, Bpoliana qnod milii, quodqne libf, 
Proiirium ernt, teinDens hate verba, meumque tnumqnB ; 

Omne suum eat : tandem cniqua suum tribuit : 
Dat reati collum ; veates, rnb '. caniilici dat ; 
8e ee Diabolo : sic beue, Cuique snain. 

I write from Hone's ; therefore Mary cannot send her 
love to Mrs. Southey, but I do. 

Yours ever, 0. L. 



To Me. MOXON. 
Letter CCCLXVIIL] 3faj/ 12, 1S30. 

Dear M.^ — I dined with your and my Rogers, at Mr, 
Gary's, yesterday. Gary eonsulted me on the proper 
bookseller to offer a lady's MS. novel ta I said I would 
write to yoM. But I wish you would call on the translator 
of Dante, at the British Museum, and talk with him. 
He is the pleasantest of clergymen. I told him of all 
Bogers's handsome behaviour to you, and you are already 
DO stranger. Go ! I made Eogera laugh about your 
Nightingale Sonnet, not having heard one. 'Tia a good 
sonnet, notwithstanding. You shall have the books 
shortly. 0, L. 

To De. ASBUET. 
Lettbr CCCLXIX] [J&y 1830.] 

Dear Sir — Some draughts and boluses have been 
brought here which we coitjecture were meant foi the 
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young lady whom you saw this moraing, though tliey an 
labelled for 

Miss rSOLA LAMB. 

N'o such person is koown on the Chase Side, and she is 
fearful of talcing medicines which may have been made 
up for another pati^it. She begs me to say that she 
was bom an Isola and christened Emma. Moreover 
that she is Italian by birth, and tliat her ancestors were 
from Isola Bella (Fair Island) in the kingdom of Naples. 
She has Dcver changed her name and rather mournfully 
adds that she has no prospect at present of doing so. 
She is literally I. SOLA, or ^ngle, at present. Therefore 
ehe begs that the obnoxious monosyllable may be omitted 
on future Phials, ^-an innocent syllable enough, you'll say, 
but she has no claim to it. It is the bitterest pill of the 
seven you have sent her. When a lady loses her good 
name, what is to become of her "i Well she must swallow 
it as well as she can, but begs the dose may not lie repeated. 
Yours faithfully, Charles Lajo (not Isola). 



To Mb. NOYELLO. 
Letter CCCLXX.] Friday, May H, 1880. 

Dear Novello — Mary hopes you have not forgot yoa 
are to spend a day with us on Wednesday. That it may 
be a long one, cannot you secure places now for Mrs. 
Novello, youraelf, and the Clarkes ) We have just table- 
room for four. Five make my good landlady fidgetty ; 
six, to begin to fret ; seven, to approximate to fever-point. 
But, seriously, we shall prefer four to two or three. Wo 
shall have from half-past ten to six, when the coach goes 
off, to scent the country. And pray write nom, to say 
you do 60 come, for dear Mrs. Westwood else will be on 
the tentera of incertitude. 0. L. 
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To Me. hone. 
Ibttbb CCCLXXL] ifoy 21, 1830. 

Dear Hone — I thought you would be pleased to Bee 
this letter. Pray if you have time to call on Novello, 
No. 66, Great Queen St. I am anxious to leam whether 
he received hia album I sent on Friday by our nine o'clock 
morning atage. If not, beg him inquire at the Old Belt, 
Holbom. Ceakles Laub. 



To Maa HAZLITT. 

IdTTBB CCCLXXII.] May 24, 1S30. 

Maiys love I Yes. Mary Lamb is quite well. 

Enfield, Saturday. 
Dear Sarah — I found my way to Northaw on Thurs- 
day, and saw a very good woman behind a counter, who 
says also that you are a very good lady. I did not accept 
her offered glass of wine (home-made, I take it), but 
craved a cup of ale, with which I seasoned a slice of cold 
lamb, irom a sandwich box, which I ate in her back 
parlour, and proceeded for Eerkhajupatead, etc. ; lost my- 
self over a heath, and had a day's pleasure, I wish you 
could walk as I do, and as you used to do. I am sorry 
to find you are eo poorly ; and, now I have found my way, 
I wish you back at Goody Tomlinson's. "What a pretty 
village 'tis ! I shonld have come sooner, but was waiting 
a summons to Bury. Well, it came ; and I found the 
good parson's lady (he was from home) exceedingly 
hospitable. 

TOL. n. B 
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Poor Emma, tbe first moment we were alone, took me 
into a corner, and said, " Now, pray, don't drint ; do check 
youtBelf alter dinner, for my aake, and when we get howe 
to Enfield you shall drink ae much aa ever you please, 
and I won't Bay a word ahout-it," How I hehaved, jou 
may guese, when I tell you that Mrs. Williams and I 
have written acroBtics on each other, and she hoped that 
Ghe should have " no reason to regret Miss Isola's recovery, 
i>y its depriving her of our b^un correspondence." Emma 
stayed a month with us, and has gone back (in tolerable 
health) to her long home, for the comea not again for a 
twelvemonth, I amused Mrs. Williams with an occur- 
rence on our road to Enfield. We travelled with one of 
those troublesome fellow-passengers in a stage coach, that 
is called a well-inform'd man. For twenty miles we 
discoursed about the properties of steam, probabiUties of 
carriage by ditto, till all my science, and more than all, 
was exhausted, and I was thinkingof escaping my torment 
by getting up on the outside, when, getting into Bishops 
Stortford, my gentleman, spying some farming land, put 
an unlucky question to me : " What sort of a crop of 
turnips do you think we shall have this year ! " Emma's 
eyes turned to me, to know what in the world I could 
have to say ; and she burst into a violent fit of laughter, 
maugre her x>ale, serious cheeks, when, with the greatest 
gravity, I replied, that " it depends, I believe, upon boiled 
legs of mutton." This clenched our conversation ; and 
my gentleman, with a face half wise, half in scorn, troubled 
us with no more conversation, scientific or philosophical, 
for the remainder of our journey. Ayrton was here yes- 
terday, and aa learned to the full as my fellow-traveller. 
What a pity that he will spoil a wit and a devilish pleasant 
fellow (aa he is) by wisdom. He talked on music, and 
by having read Hawkins and Bumey recently, I was 
enabled to talk of names, and show more knowledge than 
he had suspected I possessed ; and in th« end he begged 
me to shape my thoughts upon paper, which I did after 
he was gone, and sent him. 
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Lettes CCCLSXIII.] Jm« 3, 1830. 

Dear Sarah — I oamed your thought about William 
to hia &ther, vho eipreaaed such horror and aversion to 
the idea of his singing in public, that I cannot meddle in 
it directly or indirectly. Ayrton is a kind fellow ; and if 
you chuae to consult him by letter, or otlierwise, he will 
gi»e you the best adcice, I am sure, very readily, / have 
no doubt that M. Bumey't o(geelu/n to iTiterfering vku 
the eame with mine. With thanks for your pleasant long 
letter, wliich is not that of an iuTalid, and sympathy for 
your sad sufierings, 

I remain, ia haste, Yonis truly. 

\]So SlGHAIUSX.] 

Mary's kindest love. 



To WILLIAM HONE. 
Lbtter CCCLXXIV.] EnjUld, Junt 17, 1830. 

I hereSy iiupower Matilda Hone to superintend daily 
the putting into the twopenuy post the Times newspaper 
of the day before, directed " Mr. Lamb, Enfield," which 
shall be held a full and »u§icierU direction ; the said 
insertion to commence on Mnnday morning next. And I 
do engage to pay to William Hone, Coffee and Hotel Man, 
the quarterly sum of XI, to be paid at the ordinary Quarter 
days, or thereabout, for the reversion of the said paper, 
commencing with the 24th inst., or Feast of John the 
Baptist ; the intervening days to be held and considered 
as nothing. C. Lamb. 

Vivant Coffee, Coffee-potque I 
Mr. HonB, 

Coffee-honse and Hotel, 

13, Gracechurch Street, London. 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 



LiTTEB CCCLXXVI.] JWy 1, 1880. 

Pray let Matilda keep mj newspapers tOl 70U hear 
from me, u we are meditating a town lesidence. 

0. Lahb. 

Let her keep tbem as the apple of her e^o. 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
Letter CCCLXXVII. Augvtl SO, 1830. 

Sear B. B. — My address is 31, Southampton Build- 
ings, Holbom. For God's sake do not let me be pester'd 
with Annuals. They are all rogues who edit them, and 
something else who write in them, I am atill alone, and 
very much out of aorta, and cannot spnr up my mind to 
writing. The sight of one of those year hooks makes me 
sick, I get nothing hy any of 'em, not even a copy. 

Thank you for your wann interest about my little 
Tolume, for the critics on which I care the five hundred 
thousandth part of the tythe of a half-farthing. I am 
too old a Militant for that How nohle, the', in Robert 
Southey to coroe forward for an old friend, who had 
treat«d him so unworthily ! 

Mozon has a shop without customers, I a book without 
readers. But what a clamour against a poor collection 
of Album verses, a& if we had put forth an Epic 1 I 
cannot scribble a long letter : I am, when not on foot, 
very desolate, and take no interest in anything, scarce 
hate anything but Annuals. I am in an interregnum <^ 
thought and feeUng. What a beautiful Autumn morning 
this is, if it was but with me as in times past when the 
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caudle of the Lord Bhined loimd me t I cannot even 
muster eathuaiasm to admire the French heroism. la 
better timea I hope we may some day meet, and diacusa 
an old poem or two. £ut if you'd have me not uck, no 
more of Anauals. 0. L., Ez-EliiL 

Love to Lucy and A. K. always. 

To VINCENT NOVELLO. 
LmTBK CCCLXXVIir.] Jfownter 8, 1831 

Tears are for lighter griefs. Man weeps the doom 

That Beals a single victim to the tomb. 

£ut when Death riots, when with whelming away 

Destruction sweeps a family away ; 

When Infancy and Youth, a huddled mass. 

All in an instant to oblivion pass, 

And Parent hopea are cruah'd : what lamentatitxt 

Can reach the depth of such a desolation '! 

Look upward, Feeble Ones ! look up, and trust, 

That He, who lays this mortal frame in duat, 

Still hath the immortal Spirit in His keeping. 

In Jesus' sight they are not dead, but sleeping 
Dear N., will these lines dol I despair of bett^ 
Poor Mary is in a deplorable state here at Enfield. 
Love to all, 0. Lamr. 



To Me. MOXON. 

Lbtter CCCLSXIS.] JVouemSer 12. 1830. 

Dear Moxon— I have brought my sister to Enfield, 
being sure that she had no hope of recovery in London, 
Her state of mind is deplorable beyond any example. I 
almost fear whether she lias strength at her time of life 
ever to get out of it. Here she must be nursed, and 
neither see nor hear of anything in the world out of her 
sick chiunber. The mere hearing that Southey had 
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called at our lod^np totally upset her. Pray see him, 
or hear of him at Mr. Bickman's, and escuae my not 
writing to him. I dare not write or receive a letter in 
her presence ; every little talk ho states her, Westwood 
■will receive any letter for me, and ^ve it me privately. 

Fray assure Southey of my kindliest feelings towards 
him ; and if yon do not see him, send this to him. 

Kindest remembrances to jour sister, and believe me 
ever yours, 0. IiAHB. 

Remember me kindly to the Alleops. 



To GEORGE DYER. 
LxTTBK CCCLXXS.] Deamher SO, 1830; 

Dear Dyer — I should have written before to thank 
you for your kind letter, written with your own hand. 
It glads ns to see your writing. It will give you pleasure 
to hear that after so much illness we are in tolerable 
health and spirits once more. Poor Enfield, that has 
been eo peaceable hitherto, has caught the inflammatoiy 
fever; the tokens are upon her; and a great fire was 
blazing last night in the bams and haystacks of a farmer, 
about half a mile from us. Where will these things endl 
There is no doubt of its being the work of some ill-dis- 
posed rustic ; hut how is he to be discovered 1 They go 
to work in the dark with strange chemical preparations, 
unknown to our forefathere. There is not even a dark 
lantern, to liaTe a chance of detecting these Gux Fames. 
We are past the iron age, and are got into the fiery age, 
undreamed of by Ovid. You are lucky in Clifford's Inn, 
where I think you have few ricks or stacks worth the 
burning. Pray, keep as little com by you as you can for 
fear of the worst. It was never good times in England 
since the poor began to speculate upon their condition. 
Formerly they jogged on with as little reflection as horses. 
The whistling ploughman went cheek by jowl with bis 
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brother that neighed. ISow the biped carriea a box of 
phosphonu in hie leather breeches, and in the dead of 
night the haJf-illuminated beast steals his magic potion 
into a cleft in a bam, and half the country is grinniDg 
with new fires. Farmer Graystock sud something to the 
touchy rustic, that he did not relish, and he writes his 
distaste in flaniea. What a power to intosicate his crude 
brains, just muddlingly awake to perceive that Bomething 
is wrong in the social Bysteni, — what a hellish faculty 
above gunpowder I Now the rich and poor are fairly 
pitted. We shall see who can hang or bum fastest. It 
is not always revenge that stimulates these kindlings. 
There is a love of exerting mischief Think of a disre- 
spected clod that was trod into earth, that was nothing 
on a sudden by damned arts refined into an extenninating 
angel, devouring the ihutB of the earth and their growers 
inamassoffire; what a new existence I Whatatempta- 
tion above Lucifer's ! Would Clod be anything but a 
clod if he could resist iti Why, here was a spectacle 
last night for a whole country, a bonfire visible to London, 
alarming her guilty towers, and shaking the Monument 
with an ague fit, all done by a little vial of phosplior in 
a clown's fob. How he must grin, and shake his empty 
noddle in clonds I The Yulcaniim epicure I Alas ! can 
we ring the bells backward 1 Can we unlearn the arts 
that pretend to civilise, and then bum the world 1 There 
is a march of science ; but who shall beat the drums for 
its retreat t Who shall persuade the boor that phosphor 
will not ignite ! Seven goodly stacks of hay, with corn- 
bams proportionable, lie smoking ashes and chaff, which 
man and beast would sputter out and reject like thoee 
apples of asphaltes and bitumen. The food for the in- 
habitants of earth will quickly disappear. Hot rolls may 
say, " Fuimua panes, fuit quartern-loaf, et ingens gloria 
apple-pastj-orom." That the good old munching system 
may laat thy time and mice, good nn-incendiary Geoi^, 
is the devout prayer of tbin^ 

To the last crust, 0. Laub. 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



266 LETTERS OP CHARLES LAMB. 

tETTEK CCCLXXXI.] February 22, 1831. 

Dear Dyer — Mr. Ec^ra, and Mr, Rogers's friends, 
are perfectly assured that you never iatended any harm 
bf an innocent couplet, and that in the levivilication of it 
by bluDdering Barker you had qo hand whatever. To 
imagine that at this time of day Rogers broods over a 
fantastic expression of more than thirty years' standing, 
would be to suppose him indulging his " Pleasures of 
Memory" with a vengeance. You never penned a line 
which for its own sake you need, dying, wish to blot. 
You mbtake your heart if you think you can write a 
lampooa Your whips are rods of roses. Your spleen 
has ever had for its object vices, not the vicious ; abstract 
offences, not the concrete sinner. But you are sensitive, 
and wince as much at the consciousness of having com- 
mitted a compliment, as another man would at the 
perpetration of an affront. But do not lug me into the 
same soreness of conscience with yourself I maintain, 
and will to the last hour, that I never writ of you but 
coa amore ; that if any allusion was made to your near- 
sightedness, it was not for the purpose of mocking an 
infirmity, but of connecting it with scholar-like habits : 
for is it not erudite and scholarly to be somewhat near of 
sight t»fore age naturally brings on the malady ? You 
could not then plead the obrepens tened'Ui. Did I not 
moreover make it an apology for a certain absence, which 
some of our friends may have experienced, when you have 
not on a sudden made recognition of them in a casual 
street-meeting 1 And did I not strengthen your excuse 
for this slowness of recognition, by further accounting 
morally for the present engagement of your mind in 
worthy objects! Did I not, in your person, make the 
handsomest apology for absent-of-mind people that was 
ever made) If these things be not so, I never knew 
what I wrote, or meant by my writing, and have beea 
penning libels all my life without being aware of it. 
Does it follow that I should have expreat myself exactly 
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in the same way of those dent old eyes of youn note, now 
that Father Time has conspired with a hard task-master' 
to put a last extinguisher upon them ) I should as soon 
have insulted the Answerer of Salmasius when he awoke 
up from his ended task and saw no more with mortal 
viBJon. But you are many films removed yet from 
Mlton's calamity. You write perfectly intelligibly. 
Many, the letters are not all of the same size or tallneas ; 
but that only shows your proficiency in the hands, t«xt, 
german-hand, couTt-haod, sometimes law-hand, and afibrda 
variety. You pen better than you did a twelvemonth 
ago ; and if you continue to improve, you bid fair to win 
the golden pen which is the prize at your young gentle- 
men's academy. But you must be aware of Valpy, and 
bis printing-house, that hazy care of Trophonius, out of 
which it was a mercy that you escaped with a glimmer. 
Beware of MS8. and Vari» Lectiones. Settle the text 
for once in your mind, and stick to it. You have some 
years' good sight in you yet, if you do not tamper with 
it. It is not for you (for us I should say) to go poring 
into Greek contractions, and star-gazing upon slim Hebrew 
points. We have yet tlie eight 

Of sun, and 'idodd, and alar, tbrooghout the year, 
And maa and wamaii. 

You have vision enough to discern Mrs. Dyer from the 
other comely gentlewoman who lives up at staircase -No. 
5 ; or, if you should make a blunder in the twilight, 
Mrs. Dyer has too much good sense to be jealous for a 
mere effect of imperfect optics. But don't try to write 
the Lonl's Prajer, Creed, and Ten Commandments in 
the compass of a half-penny ; nor run after a miJge, or a 
mote, to catch it ; and leave off hunting for needles in 
bundles of hay, for all these things strain the eyes. The 
snow is six feet deep in some parts here. I must put on 
jack-boots to get at the Post-Office with this. It is not 
good for weak eyes to pore upon snow too much. It lies 
in drifts. I wonder what its drift is ; only that it makes 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



268 LETTERS OF CHABLES LAUB. 

good pancakea, remind Mrs. Dyer. It turns a pretty 
green world into a white one. It glares too much for an 
innocent colour methinks. I wonder why you think I 
dislike gilt edges. They set off a letter marvellously. 
Yours, for instance, looks for all the world like a tablet 
of curious hieroglyphics in a gold frame. But dou't go 
and lay this to your eyes. You always wrote hiero- 
glyphically, yet not to come up to the mystical notations 
and colouring characters of Dr. Parr. You never wrote 
what I call a schoolmaster's hand, like Mrs. Clarke ; nor 
a woman's hand, like Southey ; nor a missal hand, like 
Person ; nor an all-of-the-wrong-side sloping hand, like 
Miss Hayes ; nor a dogmatic, Mede-and-Persian, peremp- 
tory haud, like itickman ; but you ever wrote what I call 
a Grecian's hand ; what the Grecians write (or used) at 
Christ's Hospital ; such ae Whalley would have admired, 
and Boyer have applauded, but Smith or Atwood (writing- 
masters) would have horsed you for. Your boy-of-geniua 
hand and your mercantile hand are various. By your 
flourishes, I should think you never learned to make 
eagles or corkscrews, or fiourisb the governors' names in 
the writing-school ; and by the tenour and cut of your 
letters, I suspect you were never in it' at all. By the 
length of this scrawl you will think I have a design upon 
your optics; hut I have writ, as large as I could, out of 
respect to them ; too large, indeed, for beauty. Mine is 
a sort of deputy Grecian's hand ; a little better, and more 
of a worldly Land, than a Grecian's, but atiil remote from 
the mercantile, I don't know how it is, but I keep my 
rank in fency still since school-days. I can never forget 
I was a deputy Grecian ! And writing to you, or to 
Coleridge, besides affection, I feel a reverential deference 
as to Grecians still. I keep my soaring way above the 
Great Erasmians, yet far beneath the other. Alas ! what 
am I now I What is a Leadenhall clerk, or India 
pensioner, to a deputy Grecian ! How art thou &llen, 
Lucifer ! Just room for our lovea to Mrs. D., etc. 
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To Rbv. H. F. cart. 
Lbitbr CCCLXXXIL] April 13, 1831. 

Dear C. — I am daily for this ireek expecting Words- 
vorth, who will not name a day. I have been expecting 
him by months and by weeks ; but he has reduced the 
hope within the seven fractious hebdomadal of this heb- 
doma. Therefore I am sony I cannot see you ou Thurs- 
day. I think witliin a week or two I shall be able to 
invite myself some day for a day, but ve hermits with 
difficulty poke out of our shells. Within that ostraceons 
retirement I meditate not un&equently on yon. My 
mater's kindest remembrances to you both, 0. I* 



To BERNARD BARTON. 
LEiraE CCCLSXXIII.] JprU SO, 1831. 

Vir Bone ! — Recepi literas tuas amicissimas, et in men- 
tem venit responsuro mihi, vel raro, vel nunquam, inter 
nos intercedisse Latinam linguam, organum rescribendi, 
loquendive, Epistolte tuse, Plinianifl elegantiis (supra 
quod Trekulo deceat) refertte, tarn a verbis Pliniania 
adeo abhorrent, ut ne vocem quamquam (Romanam 
scilicet) habere videaris, quam "ad canem," ut aiunt, 
"rt^ectare possis." Forsan desuetudo LatiniEsandi ad 
Temaculam linguam nsitandam, plusqibm opus sit, coegit 
Per adagia qmedam nota, et in ore omnium pervulgata, 
ad Latinitatis perditie recuperationem revocare te instituL 

Felis in abaco est, et tegr& videt, 

Omne quod splendet nequaquam aurum put^e. 

Imponas equo mendicum, equitabit idem ad diabolum. 

Fur commode a Aire prenditur. 

Mabia, Mabu, vald^ cobtkabia, quomodo crescit 
hortulua tuus } 

Nunc rn^ora a 
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Thomas, Thomas, de Islington, usorem dusit die 
nuper& DominicS. Redimt domuin posteri Succedenti 
baculum emit. Postridie ferit illam. .^grescit ilia 
subsequentL Proximft (nempe Veneris) est mortua. 
Plurimumgeetiit. Thomas, qubd appropinquanti Sabbato 
efferenda sit. 

Homer quidam Johannulus in ang<do eedebat, artocreaa 
quasdam deglutiens, Inseruit polLces, pruna nana 
evellens, et magn& voce eicclamavit " Dii boni, qukm 
bonus puer fio !" 

Diddle-diddie-dumkins 1 mens unicus filiuB Johannes 
cubitnm ivit, integris broccis, calig^ un^ tantum, indutus. 
Diddle-diddle, etc. Da Capo. 

Hie adsum saltans Joannula. Gum nemo adsit mihi, 
semper reeto sola. 

.Enigma mibi hoc solras, et (Edipos fies. 

Qu& ratione assimulandus sit equus Trehulo t 

Quippe cui tota communicatio sit per H4T et Netoh, 
juxta consilium illud Dominicum, " Fiat omnis com- 
municatio vestra Yka et Nay." 

In his nugis caram diem consumo, dum invigilo vale- 
tudini carioris nostrx Emms, quEe apud nos jamdudum 
legrotat. Salvere vos jubet mecum Maria mea, ipsa 
integit valettidine. Elia. 

} quibua 

F.S. — Perdita i& toto est Billa Reformatura. 



To Bbt. H. F. GARY. 

Lfttee CCCLXXXIV.] 

Assidens est mihi bona soror, Euripiden evolvens, 
donum vestrum, carissime Garj, pro quo gratias animus, 
lectuii atque iterum lecturi idem. Fcrgratua est liber 
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ambobuB, nempe "SocerdotiB Gnmmiseiatioiiis," sacmm 
opus a te ipso Hiimaniesimffi Religionis Sacerdote dono 
datum. LacLiyinaiites gavisuri auuios ; est ubi dolor 
fiat Toluptas ; nee semper dulce mihi est ridere ; aliquando 
commutandum est he ! he ! he ! cam heu ! heu ! heu ! 

A Mneis Tragicis me non penitm abhomiiase testis 
sit Carmen CalamitOBura, nescio quo autore lingua prius 
Teraacuia scriptum, et nuperrimfe a me ipso Latme versum 
scilicet, "Tom Tom of Islington." Tenuistinel 

" Thomas Thomas de Islington, 
Uianm duiit Dis qnSctaiu SdUb, 
Abdmit doinum sequenti die, 
Emit bscninm Eiibseqnenti, 
Vaputst ilia posters, 
.£grotiit EuccedentI, Mortua fit ciastint." 

Et miro gaudio afficitur Thon 
seqiieati (nempe, Dominic^) u 

" En Iliades Domesticas I 

Plan^ hebdomadalein tragtediam. *' 

I nunc et confer Euripiden vestrum his luctibua, b^o 
morte liKoria ; confer Alcesten ! Hecuben ! quas non 
antiquas Heroinas Dolorosaa. - 

Suffundor genas Jachryraia tantas strages revolvens. 
Quid restat nisi quod Tecum Tuam Caram salutemuB 
ambosque valere jubeamus, nosmet ipsi bene valentes. 

To JOHN TAYLOR. 
Lctteb CCCLXXXV.] June 8, 1831. 

Dear Sir — I am extremely sorry to be obliged to 
decline the article proposed, particularly as I should have 
been flattered witli a Plate accompanying it. In the first 
place, Midsummer Day is not a topic I could make any- 
thing of, I am so pure a Cockney, and little read besides 
in May games and antiqiutiea ; and in the second, I am 
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here at Margate, spoiling my holydays with a Review I 
have undertaken for a friend, which I shall barelj get 
through before my return, for that sort of work is a hard 
task to me. If you will excuse the ehortness of my Ent 
contributioD (and I know 1 can promise nothing more for 
Jnly) I will endeavour a longer article for our next, 
"Will you permit me to Bay that I think Leigh Hunt 
would do the Article you propose in a masterly manner^ 
if he haa not out-writ himself already upon the subject. 
I do not return the proof — to save postage — because it 
is correct^ with one exception. In the stanza from Words- 
worth you have changed- day into air for rhyme's sake. 
Day is the right reading, and / implore t/ou to restore it 

The other passage, which you have queried, is to my 
ear correct. Pray let it stand. 

Dear sir, yonia truly, 0. Lahb. 

Margatt, 

J. Taylor, Esq, 

On second consideration I do enclose the proc£ 



To Ma MOXON. 
Letteb CCCLXXXTl.] Jusiue 1831. 

Dear M. — The S-A. here memorised was Geoi^ 
Dawe, whom I knew well, and heard many anecdotes of, 
from Dakiels and Westall, at H, Rogers's ; to each of 
them it will he well to send a magazine in my name. 
It will fly like wUdfire among the Eoyal Academicians and 
artjsts. Could you get hold of Procter! — his chambera 
are in Lincoln's Inn, at Montagu's ; or of Janus Weather- 
cock J — both of their prose is capital. Don't encourage 
poetry. The " Peter's Net " does not intend fimny things 
only. All is fish. And leave out the sickening "Elia" 
at the end. Then it may comprise letters and characters 
addressed to Peter; hut a signature forces it to be all 
characteristic of the one man Elia, or the one man, Peter, 
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even the pleasing cares which are part and parcel of great- 
neaa. Your magnanimous submission, and the cheerful 
tone of your renunciation, in a letter whicli, without 
flattery,, would have made an "Aeticle," and which, 
rarely aa I keep letters, shall be preserved, comfort me a 
little. Will it please, or plague you, to say that when 
yonr parcel came I damn'd iti for my pen was warming 
in my band at a ludicrous description of a Landscape of 
an R.A., wiiich 1 calculated upon sending yon to-morrow, 
the last day yon gave ma Now any one calling in, or a 
Ifetter commg, puts an end to my writing for the day. 
Little did I think that the mandate bad gone out, so 
destructive to my occupation, so relieving to the appre- 
beosious of the whole body of R.A.'a ; so you see I had 
not quitted the ship while a plank was remaining. 

To drop metaphors, Z am sure you have done wisely. 
The veiy spirit of your epistle speaks that you have a 
weight off your mind. Z have one on mine ; the casb in 

hwid, which, as less truly says, bums in my pocket. 

I fed queer at returning it (who does nott), you feel 
awkward at retaking it (who ought not). Is there no 
middle way of adjusting this £ne embarrassment! I 
think I have hit upon a medium to skin the sore place 
over, if Dot quite to heal it. You hinted that there 
might be something under jElO, by and by, accruing to 
me — Denl'g Money (you are sanguine, say £7 : 10s.) ; 
that I entirely renounce, and abjure all future interest 
in : I insist upon it ; and " hy him I will not name," I 
won't touch a penny of it. That will spUt your loss, one 
half, and leave me conscientious possessor of what I bold. 
Less than your assent to this, no proposal will I accept of. 

The Rev. Mr. , whose name you have left illegible 

(is it Seagull t) never sent me any book on Christ's 
Hospital, by which I could dream that I was indebted 
to him for a dedication. Did G. D. send his penny 
tract to me to convert me to Unitariauism ? I>ear, 
blundering soul ! why I am as old a one-Goddite as 
himself. Or did be think his cheap publication would 
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bring over the Methodiats over the way here t However, 
I'll give it to the pew-opener, in whom I have a little 
interest, to hand over to the clerk, whose wife she some- 
timea drinks tea with, for him to lay hefore the deacon, 
who esdiangea the civility of the hat with him, for to 
transmit to the minister, who shakes hands with him out 

of chapel, and he, in all odds, will with it. 

I wish very much to see you. I leave it to you to 
come how you will ; we shall be very glad (we need not 
repeat) to see your sister, or sisters, with you ; but for 
you, individually, I will just hint, that a dropping in to 
tea, unlooked for, about five, stopping bread-and-cbeesQ 
and gin-and-wat«r, is worth a thousand Sundays. I am 
naturally miserable on a Sunday ; but a week-day evening 
and supper is like old times. Set out now, and give no 
time to deliberation. 

P..?.— The second volume of "Elia" is delightful 
(ly bound, I mean), and quit« cheap. Why, man, 'tis ft 
unique ! 

If I write much more I shall expand into an article 
which I cannot afford to let you have so cheap. By the 
by, to show the perverseness of human will, while I 
thought I miist fumish one of those accursed tbii^ 
monthly, it seemed a labour above Herculcs's "Twelve" 
in a year, which were evidently monthly contributions. 
Now I am emancipated, I feel as if I had a thousand 
Essays swelling within me. False feelings both I 

Your ex-Lampoonist, or Lamb-punnist, from Enfield, 
October 24, or "last day but one for receiving articles 
that can be inserted." 



JxTTXB. CCCLXXXIX.] Fdfruary 1^32. 

Dear Moxon — The snovs are ancle-deep, slush, and 
mire, that 'tis hard to get to the postKiEBce, and cruel to 
send the maid out. 'Tis a slough of despair, or I should 
eooner have thanked you for your offer of the '^ Life" 
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vbicb VK shaU very much like to huve, and will return 
duly. I do not know vhen Z shall be in town, but in a 
week or two, at farthest, when I will come as for as you, 
if I can. We are moped to death with coofinement 
within doors, I send you a curiosity of Ck Dyer's tender 
conscience. Between thirty and forty years since, G. 
published the "Poet's Fate," in which were two veiy 
harmless lines about Mr. Refers ; bnt Mr. R. not quite 
fqtproving of them, they were left out in a subsequent 
edition, 1801. But G. has been worrying about them 
ever since ; if I have heard him once, I have heard him 
a hundred times, express a remorse proportioned to a . 
consciousness of having been guilty of an atrocious libel. 
As the devil would have it, a fool they call Barker, in 
his "Parriana," has quoted the identical two lines, as 
they stood iu some obscure edition anterior to 1801, and 
the withers of poor G, are again wrung. His letter is a 
gem ; with hia poor blind eyes it has been laboured out 
at six sittings. The liistory of the couplet is in page 3 
of this irregular production, in which every variety of 
shape and iiize that letters can be twisted into is to be 
found. Do show his part of it to Mr. R. some day. If 
he has bowels, they must melt at the contrition so queerly 
charactered of a contrite sinner. G. was bom, I verily 
think, without original sin, but chooses to have a con- 
science, as evety Christian gentleman should have ; bis 
dear old face is insusceptible of the twist they call a 
sneer, yet he is apprehensive of being suspected of that 
ugly appearance. When he makes a compliment, he 
thinks he has given an afiront, — a name is personality. 
But show (no hurry) this unique recantation to Mr. R : 
'tis like a dirty pocket-handkerchief mucked with tears 
of some indigent Magdalea There is the impress of 
sincerity in every pot-hook and hanger; and lien the 
gilt frame to Buch a pauper picture i It should go into 
the Museum. I am heartily sony my Devil does not 
answer. We must try it a little longer ; and, after all, 
I think I must insist on taking a portion of its loss 



ih,Googlc 



TO MOXOK. 277 

upon myself. It is too much yoa Bhonld lose by two 
adventures. You do not say how your general business 
goes on, and I should very much hke to talk over it with 
you here,' 

Come when the weather will possibly let you ; I want 
to see the Wordswortha, but I do not much like to be all 
night away. It is dull enough to be here together, but 
it is duller to leave Mary ; in short, it is painful, and in 
a flying visit I should hardly catch them. I have no 
beds for them if they came down, and but a sort of a 
house to receive them in ; yet I shall regret their departure 
unseen ; I feel cramped and straitened every way. Where 
are they 1 

We have heard from Emma but once, and that a 
month ago, and are very anxious for another letter. 

You say we have forgot your powers of being service- 
able to us. That we never shall : I do not know what I 
should do without you when I want a little commission. 
Now then ; there are left at Miss Buffam's, the " Tales 
of the Castle," and certaia volunies of the " Retrospective 
Review." The first should be conveyed to Novello's, 
and the Reviews should be taken to Talfourd's office, 
ground-floor. East side. Elm Court, Middle Temple, to 
whom I should have written, but my spirits are wretehed ; 
it is quite an effort to write this. So, with the " Life," 
I have cut you out three pieces of service. What can I 
do for yon here, but hope to see you very soon, and think 
of you with moat kindness 1 I fear to-morrow, between 
rains and snows, it would he impossible to expect you, 
but do not let a practicable Sunday pass. We are 
always at home. 

Mary joins in remembrances to your sister, whom we 
hope to see in any fine-ish weather, when she'U venture. 

Remember us to Allsop, and all the dead people ; to 
whom, and to London, we seem dead. 
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To W. S. LABDOR 
LxirsB. CCCX&I JprU ». 1832. 

Dear Sir— Pray accept a little Toliime. . 'Tie a legacy 
from Elia, you'll Bee. Silver and gold had he none, but 
such as he had kit he jou. I do not know how to thank 
you for attending to my request about the Album. I 
thought you would never remember it. ■ Are not yoa 
proud and thankrul, Emma 1 Yet ; very, both. 

[Signed] Emma Isola. 

Kany things I bad to Bay to you, which there was not 
time for. One, why should I forget 1 'tis for Rose Aylmer, 
which has a charm I cannot explain. I lived upon it fbr 
weeks. Neat, I forgot to tell you I knew all your Welsh 
annoyances, the measureless B.'s. I knew a quarter of a 
mile of ttiem. Seventeen brothers and sixteen sisters, as 
they appear to me in memory. There was one of them 
that used to fix his long legs on my fender, and tell a tale 
of a shark every night, endless, immortal. How have I 
grudged the salt-sea ravener not having had his gorge of 
him t The shortest of the daughters measured five foot 
eleven without her shoes. Well, some day we may confer 
about them. But they were tall. Truly, I have discover'd 
the longitude. Sir, if you can spare a moment, I should 
be happy to hear from you. That rogue Robinson debuned 
your verses till I catl'd for them. Don't entrust a bit of 
prose to the rogue ; but believe me^ 

Your obliged, 0. li 

W. 3. Laudor, Esq. 



To SAMtlEL TAYLOR COLERIDaR 
Lbjtee CCCXCI.] Jpril 14, 1832. 

My dear Coleridge — Not an nnkind thought haa 
passed in my brain about you ; but I have been wofully 
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neglectful of you ; so that I do not deserve to asnouncn 
to yoxi, that if I do not hear from you before then, Z will 
set out on Wednesday morning to take you by the band. . 
I would do it this moment, but an unexpected visit might 
flurry you. I shall take silence for acquiescence, and 
come. I am glad you could write so long a letter. Old 
loves to, and hope of kind looks trom, the Gillmans when 
I come. 

Yours, Ketpper idem, 0. L. 

If you ever thought an offence, much more wrote it, 
against me, it muat have been in the times of Noah, and 
the great waters swept it away. Mary's most kind love, 
and maybe a wrong prophet of your bodings ! — here she 
ia crying for mere love over your letter. I wring out 
less, but not ainccrer showers. 

My direction ia simply, Enfield. 



To Me. MOXON. 

Lbtteb CCCXCIT.] [1832.] 

Thank you for the books. I am ashamed to take 
tithe thus of your press. I am worse to a publisher than 
the two Uuiveraities and the Britisb Museum. A. 0. 
I will forthwith read. B. C. (I can't get out of the A, 
B, C) I have more than read. Taken altogether, 'tia 
too Lovey ; but what delicacies I I like most " King 
Death " ; glorious 'hove all, " The Lady vrith the 
Hundred Rings"; "The Owl"; "Epbtle to What's his 
Name" (here, may be, I'm partial); "Sit down. Sad 
Soul"; "The Pauper's Jubilee" (but that's old, and 
yet 'tB never old); "The Falcon"; "Felon's Wife"; 
damn "Madame Pasty" (but that is borrowed); 
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bat chiefly tJie dramatic fragmenta, — scarce three of 
vhich should have escaped my specimens, had an antique 
name been prefixed. They exceed his fiist. So much 
for the uonaense of poetry; now to the serious business 
of life. Up a court (Blandford Court) in Pall Mall 
(exactly at the baclc of Marlborough House), with iron 
gate in front, and containing two houses, at No. 2, did 
lately live Leishman, my tailor. He la moved somewhere 
in the neighbourhood; devil knows where. Pray find 
him out, and give him the opposite. I am so much 
better, though my head shakes in writing it, that, after 
next Sunday, I can well see P. and you. Can you throw 
B. C. in 1 Why tarry the wheels of my " Hogarth "i 

ChABLEB T.iM B 



To Me. SERJEAHT TALFOTJRD. 
Lktbb CCCXCIII.] February 18SS. 

My dear T. — Now cannot I call him SetjeatU ; vhat 
is there in a coif! Those canvas sleeves protective front 
ink, when he was a law-chit — a Chiitj/Aiag (let the 
leathern apron be apocryphal), do more 'special^ plead 
to the Jury Court, of old memory. The costume (will 
he agnise it 1) was as of a desk-fellow, or Socius Piutei. 
Methoug^t I spied a brother ! 

That &milianty is extinct for ever. Curse me if I 
can call him Mr. Serjeant— except, mark me, in company. 
Honour where honour is due ; but should he ever visit us 
(do you think he ever will, Mary t), what a distinction 
should 1 keep up between him and our less fortunate 
friend, H. C. R. ! Decent respect shall always be the 
Crabb's — but, somehow, short of reverence. 

Well, of my old friends, 1 have lived to see two 
knighted, one made a judge, another in a f^r way t« it. 
Why am I restive t why stands my sun upon Oibeon ) 

Variously, my dear Mrs. Talfourd (I can be more 
familiar with her 1), Mrs. Serjeant Talfourd, — my sistei 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



282 LETTERS OF CHARLES LAME 

it, irhich vould have been sooner if that vain young man, 
to whom thou didst intrust it, had not kept it back. 
We should r^oice to gee thy outward man here, especially 
on a day which should not be a. first day, being liable 
to worldly cailers-in on that day. Our little book is 
delayed by a heathenish injunction, threatened by the 
man Taylor. Canst thou copy and send, or bring with 
thee, a vanity in verse which in my younger days I wrote 
on friend Aders's pictures 1 Thou wilt find it in the book 
called the Table Book. 

Tryphena and Tryphosa, whom the world calleth 
Mary and Emma, greet you with me. Ch. Iiamb. 

6th of 3d month, 4th day. 



To Mr. MOXON. 
Lettki CCCXCVI. ] March 16, 1833. 

I shall expect Forster and two Moxons on Sunday, 
and hope for Procter. I am obliged to be in town next 
Monday. Could we contrive to make a party (paying or 
not is immaterial) for Miss Kelly's that night ; and can 
you shelter us after the play — I mean Emma and me. 
. I fear I cannot persuade Maiy to join us. 

If.B. — I can ileep at a public house. Send an Elia 
{mind I itnitt on buying it), to T. Manning, Esq., at 
Sir O. Tuthill'a, Cavendish Square. Do writ«^ 

E. Moion. 



Lbttbr CCCXCVII.] AptU 27, 18S8. 

Dear M. — Maiy and I are very poorly. We have had 
a sick child, who, sleeping or not sleeping, next me, with 
a pasteboard partition between, killed my sleep. Tlie 
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little bastard is gone. My bedfellows are congh and 
cramp ; we sleep three in a bed. Domestic arrangements 
(baker, butcher, and all) devolve on Mary, Don't come 
yet to this house of pest and age ! We propose, when 
you and £. agi'ee on the time, to come up and meet you 

at the E 'a, say a week hence, but do you make ' 

the appointment. 

Mind, our spirita are good, and we are happy in your 
happinesses. 0. I* 

Our old and ever loves to dear EmmiL 



To Mks. HAZLITT. 

Mr. tfalden's, Church Street, 
Lettee CCCXCVIIL] Edmonlen, May 81, 1888. 

Dear Mrs. Hazlitt — I will assuredly come and find 
you out when I am better. I am driven from house to 
house by Mary's illness. I took a sudden resolution to 
take my sister to Edmonton, where she was under medical 
treatment hstt time, and have arranged to board and 
lodge with the people. Thank God, I have repudiated 
. Enfield. 1 have got out of beU, despair of heaven, and 
must sit down contented in a h^f-way purgatory. Thus 
ends this strange eventful history. But I am nearer 
town, and will get up to you somehow before long. 

I repent not of my resolution, 'Tis late, and my hand 
IB unsteady ; so good-bye till we meet, 

Your old a L. 



To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
Lmtwi CCCXCIX.J {End o/ May nearly] 1881 

Dear Wordsworth — Your letter, save in what respects 
yonr dear sister'a health, cheered me in my new solitnde. 
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Mary is ill again. Her illnesBea encroach yearly. The 
last was three months, followed by two of depression 
most dreadful. I look back upon her earlier attacks 
with lon^ng : nice little durations of six weeks or so, 
followed by complete restoration, — shocking as they were 
to me then. In short, half her life she is dead to me, 
and the other half ia made anxious with fears and lookinga 
forward to the next shock With such prospects, it 
seemed to me ner«asary that she should no longer live 
with me, and be fluttered with continued removals ; so I 
am come to live with her, at a Mr. Walden's and his wife, 
who take in patients, and have arranged to lodge and 
hoard ns only. They have had the care of her before. 
I see little of her : alas ! I too often hear her. Sattt 
lachrymce rerum ! and you and I must bear it. 

To lay a little more load on it, a circumstance has 
happened, cujui pars macpia fui, and which, at another 
crisis, I should have more rejoiced in. I am about to 
lose my old and only walk -companion, whose mirthful 
spirits were the "youth of our house," Emma Isola. I 
have her here now for a little while, but she is too 
nervous, properly to be under such a roof, so she will 
make short visits, — be no more an inmate. With my . 
perfect approval, and more than concurrence, she is to be 
wedded to Moxon, at the end of August — so "perish the 
rosea and the flowers " — how is it 1 

Now to the brighter side. I am emancipated &om 
the Westwoods, and I am with attentive people, and 
yoimger. I am three or four miles nearer the great 
city ; coaches h^f-priee leas, and going always, of which 
I will avail myself. I have few friends left there, one or 
two though, most beloved. But London streets and 
faces cheer me inexpressibly, though not one known of 
the latt«r were remaining. 

Thank you for your cordial reception of " Elia." Inter 
not, the Ariadne is not a darling with me; several 
iucongnious things are in it, but in the composition it 
served me as illustrative. 
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I want you in the " Popular Follaciea " to like the 
"Home that is no home," and "Eising with the lark." 

I tun feeble, but cheeriut in this iny genial hot weather. 
Walked sixteen miles yesterday. I can't read much in 
summer time. 

With my kindest love to all, and prayers for dear 
Dorothy, 

I remfun most affectionately yom^, 0. LAua 

At Mr. Walden's, Church Street, Edmonton, Middlesex. 

Moxon has introduced Emma to Rogers, and he smiles 
upon the project I have given E. my Miltok (will 
you pardon me) in part of a portion. It hangs iiunoualy 
in his Murray-like diop. 



To Mk. MOXON. 

LriTBR CCCC] Sfay 183S. 

Deal M. — A thousand thanks for yonr punctualities. 
What a cheap book is the last Hogarth you sent me I I 
am pleased now that Hunt diddled me out of the old 
one. Speaking of this, only think of the new farmer 
with his thirty acres. There is a portion of land in 
Lambeth Parish, called Knave's Acre. I wonder he 

overlook'd it. Don't show this to the firm of D and 

Co. I next want one copy of Leice»ier's School, and wish 
you to pay Leiahman, Taylor, 2, Blandford Place, Pall 
Mall, opposite the British Institution, £6 10s., for coat 
and wiustcoat, etc, etc, and I vehemently thirat for the 
fourth Na of Nichols's Hogarth, to bind one up (the two 
hooiis) as Hogarth and Supplement. But as you know 
the price, don't stay for its appearance ; but come as soon 
as ever you can with your bill of all demands in full, and 
aa I have none but ^5 notes, bring with you sufficient 
change. Weather is beautiful I grieve sadly for Miss 
Wordsworth. We are all well agiun. Emma is with 
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uB, and we all shall be glad of a eight of joa Come on 

Sunday if you can, better if you come before. 

Perhaps Rogers would smile at tliis. A pert, half 
chemist, half apothecary in our town who smattera of 
literature, and 13 immeasurably unlettered, said to me, 
" Pray, sir, may not Hood be reckon'd the Prince of Wita 
in the present day 1 " To which I assenting, he adds, " I 
had always thought that Rogers had been reckon'd the 
Prince of Wita, but I suppose that now Mr. Hood has 
the better title to that appellation." To which I replied, 
that Mr. R. had wit with much better qualities, but did 
not aspire to the principality. He had taken atl the puns 
mantifactured in John Bull for our friend, in sad and 
stupid earnest. Oae more Album Versei, pleaee. Adieu. 
0. L. 



Lhtbe CCCCL] July 2i. 1839. 

For Clod's sake ^re Emma no more watches; one 
has turned her bead. She is arrogant and insulting. 
She said something very unpleasant to our old clock in 
the passage, as if he did not keep time, and yet he had 
made her no appointment. She takes it out every instant 
to look at the moment-hand. She tags us out into the 
fields, becanse there the bird-boys ask you, " Pray, sir, 
can you tell us what's o'clock 1" and she answers them 
punctually. She loses all her time looking to see " what 
the time is," I overheard her whispering, " Just so many 
hours, minutes, etc, to Tuesday; I think St. George's 
goes too slow." This little present of Time 1 — why, — 'tis 
Eternity to her ! 

What can make her so fond of a ^gerbread watch 1 

She has spoiled some of the movements. Between 
ourselves, she has kissed away "half-past twelve," which 
I suppose to be the canonical hour in Hanover Square. 

WeU, if " love me love my watch " answers, she will 
keep time to you. 
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It goes right by the Horse Guards. 

Dearest M. — Never mind opposite nonsenee. She 
does not love you for the watch, but the watch for you, 
I will be at the wedding, and keep the 30th July, as 
long as my poor months last me, as a festival, glorioiBly, 

Yours ever, EUA. 

We have not heard from Cambridge, I will write 
the moment we do. 

Edmonton, 21tb July, twenty muintes past three hf 
EmiMH'B watch. 



To THOMAS ALLSOP. 
LSTTEK CCCCIL] July 1833. 

My dear AIlsop — I think it Will be impossible for ua 
to come to Highgate in the time you propose. We hare 
friends comiug to-morrow, who may stay the week ; and 
we are in a bustle about Emma's leaving us~-«) we will 
put off the hope of seeing Mrs. Allaop till we come to 
Town, after Emma's going, which is in a fortnight and 
a half, when we mean to spend a time in Town, but 
shall be happy to see you on Sunday, or any day. 

Id haste. Hope our little Porter does. 

Yours ever, 0. L. 



To Me. MOXOIT. 

LwiTBE CCCCIII.] nsss.] 

Dear M. — Many thanks for the books; but most 
thanks for one immortal sentence: "If I do not cheat 
him, never trust me again." I do not know whether to 
admire most^ the wit or justness of the sentiment. It 
has my cordial approbation. My sense of meum and 
luvm applauds it. I maintain it, the eighth command- 
ment hath a secret special reservation, by which tb« 
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reptile ia exempt from any protection from it. As a dog, 
or a nigger, he is not a liolder of property. Not a ninth 
of what he detains from the world is his own, " Keep 
you hands from pieldng and stealing," ia do ways refer- 
able to his acquists. I doubt whether bearing false 
witneflB against thy neighbour at all contemplated this 
possible scrub. Gould Moses have seen the sx)eck in 
vision 1 An ex poet facto law alone could relieve him ; 
and we are taught to expect no eleventh commandment. 
The outlaw to the Mosaic dispensation! — unworthy to 
haye seen Moses behind ! — to lay his desecrating hands 
upon Elia ! Has the irreverent ark-toucher been struck 
blind, I wonder) The more I think of him, the less I 
think of him. His meanness is invisible with aid of 
solar microscope. My moral eye smarts at him. The 
leas flea that bites little fleas 1 The great Beabt 1 The 
beggarly Nit 1 

More when we meet; mind, you'll come, two of yon; 
and couldn't you go off in the morning, that we may have 
a day-long curse at him, if curses ore uot dia-hallowed by 
descending so low I Amen. Maledicatur in extremis I 
C. L, 



To Mk. akd Mbs. MOXON. 
Letter CCCCIV.] Jugual 1833. 

Sear Mr. and Mrs. Moxon — Time very short. I wrote 
to Miss Fryer, and had the sweetest letter about you, 
Emma, that ever friendship dictated "I am full of 
good wishes, I am crying with good wishes," she says ; 
but you shall see it. 

Dear Moxcn — I take your writing most kindly, and 
shall most kindly your writing from Paris. 

I want to crowd another letter to Miss Fryer into the 
little time after dinner, before post time. So with twenty 
thousand congratulations, 

Yours, 0. L. 



JhyGOOgIC 



I am calm, Bober, happy. Turn over for the reason. 
I got home from Dover Street, by Evans, half ai sober 
as a judge. I am turning over a new leaf, as I hope you 
will now. 

\The turn of the leaf preietUed the following from 
■" Miss Lamb : — ] 

My dear Emma and Edward Motou — Accept my 
sincere congratulations, and imagine more good wishes 
than my weak nerves vUl let me put into good set words. 
The dreary blank niunanfiwered quegtions which I ventured 
to ask in vein waa cleared up on the wedding-day by Mrs. 
W. tuking a glass of wine, and, with a total change 
of countenance, begging leave to drink Mr, and Mrs, 
Moxon's health. It restored me from that moment, as 
if by an electrical stroke, to the entire possession of my 
senses. I never felt so calm and quiet after a similar 
illnees as I do now. I feel as if alt tears were wiped 
from my eyes, and all care from my heart 

Masy Lamd. 

\Atthe foot of this Utter is thefollowiT^ by Charles.'] 
Wfdnadoy. 
Dears, agdn — Your letter interrupted a seventh game 
at picquet which ine were having, after walking to 
Wright's and purchasing shoes. We pass our time in 
canU, walks, and reading. We attack Tasso soon. 

0. L. 
Hever was such a calm, or such a recovery. 'Tis her 
own words undictated 



To Kkv. H. F. GARY. 

Lbttbb CCCCV.] S^lembar 9, 1833. 

Dear Sir— Your packet I have only just received, 
owing, I suppose, to the absence of Moxon, who la fiauut- 
Tot. u. tr 
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ing it about A la ParUknne, with hiB new bride, oai 
Emma, much to his satisfaction, and not a little to oui 
duluess. We shall be quite well by the time you Tctura 
from Worcestershire, aod most, most (obseire the repeti- 
tion) glad to see you here, or anywhere, 

I -will take my time with Darley's act I wish poeta - 
would write a little plainer ; he begins some of his words 
with a letter which is unknown to the English typography. 

Youra, most truly, C. Laub. 

P.S. — Pray let me know when yon return. We aro 
at Mr. Walden's, Church Street, Edmonton; no longer 
at Enfield. You will be amused to hear that my sister 
and I hare, with the aid of Emma, scrambled through 
the " Inferno^" by the blessed furtherance of your polar- 
Btar translation. I think we scarce left anything unmade- 
out. But OUT partner has left us, and we bare not yet 
resumed. Uary's chief pride in it was that she should 
some day br^ of it to you. Your Danit and Sandys' 
Ovid are the only helpmates of truislatious. Neither 
of you shirk a word. 

Fairfax's Tatso is no translation at all. Tis better 
in some places, but it merely observes the number of 
stanzas ; as for images, similes, etc, he finds 'em himself 
and never troubles Peter for the matter. 

In haste, dear Gary, yoiu^ ever, C. Laub. 

Has M. sent you "Elia," second volume 1 If not he 
BhaU, Taylor and we are at law about it 



To Me. AMD Mrs. MOXON. 
Lbtteb CCCCVI.] JVoEmSfT 29, 1833. 

Maij is of opinion with me, that two of these sounetE 
are of a higher grade than any poetry you have done yet 
The one to Emma is so pretty ! I liave only allowed 
myself to transpose a word in the third line. Saci'ed 
shall it be for any intenneddling of mine, £ut we jointly 
beg that you will make four linea in the room of the foul 
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last. Bead "Darby and Joan," in Mrs. MoKon'a first 
album. There you'U see bow beautiful in age the looking 
bock to youthful years in an old couple is. But it ia a 
violeuce to the feelings to anticipate that time in youth. 
I hope you and Euuna will have many a quarrel and 
many a make-up (and she is beautiful in reconciliation 1) 
before tiie dark days shall come, in which ye shall say 
" there is small comfort in them." You have begun a 
sort of character of Emma in them, very sweetly : carry 
it on, if you can, through the last lines. 

I love the sonnet to my heart, and you ekall finish it, 
and Pit be damn'd if I furnish a line towards it. So 
much for that. The next best is to the Ocean. 
" Ye gallant winds, if e'er your ldsty cbeekb 
Blew longing lover to bis mistrees' side, 
0, puff your loadBst, spread ths canvas wide,* 
is spirited. The last line I altered, and have raftered 
it as it stood. It is closer. These two are your best. 
But take a good deal of time in finishing the firat How 
proud should Emma be of her poets ! 

Perhaps "0 Ocean" (though I like it) is too much 
of the open vowels which Pope objects to. " Great 
Ocean I" is obvious. To save sad thoughts I think is 
better (though not good) than for the mind to save herself. 
Eut 'tis a noUe sonnet. "St. Cloud" I have no iault to 
find with. 

If I return the sonnets, think it no disrespect, for I 
look for a printed copy. You have done better than ever. 
And now for a reason I did not notice 'em earlier. On 
Wednesday they came, and on Wednesday I was a-gadding. 
Mary gave me a holiday, and I set off to Snow Hill. 
From Snow Hill I deliberately was marching down, with 
noble Holboru before me, framing in mental cogitation a 
map of the dear London in prospect, thinking to traverse 
Wardour Street, etc., when diabolically, I was inter- 
niptcd by 

Heigh-ho ! 
Little Barrow \ — 
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Emma knowa him, and prevailed on him to spend tho 
day (infinite loaa !) at his sister's, a pawnbroker's in Gray's 
Inn Lane, where was an album, and (0 march of intellect!) 
plenty of literary conversation, and more acqudntance 
with the state of modem poetry than I could keep up 
with. I was positively distanced. Knowles's play, which, 
epilogued by me, lay on the piano, alone made rae hold 
up my head. When I came home I read your letter, and 
glimpsed at your beautiful sonnet, 

" Fair srt thou as the morning, mj young bride," 

and dwelt upon it in a confused brain, but determined 
not to open them till next day, being in a state not to be 
told of at Chatteris. Tell it not in Oath, Emma, test the 
daughters triumph ! I am at the end of my tether. I 
wish you would come on Tuesday with your fmr bride. 
"Why can't you ! Do. We are thankful to your sister 
for being of the party. Come, and ftrinff a sonnet on 
Mary's birthday. Love to the whole Moxonry, and tell 
E. I every day love her more, and miss her less. Tell 
her so, from her loving uncle, aa she has let me call 
myself. I bought a fine embossed card yeslenJiy, and 
wrote for the Fawnbrokereas's album. She Ifl a Miss 
Brown, engaged to a Mr. White. One of the lines was 
(I forget the rest ; but she had them at twenty-four hours' 
notice ; she is going out to India with her husband) — 



Hot bad aa a pun. I wU expect you before two on 
Tuesday. I am well and happy, tell K 



To Mk. ROGERS. 
Letter CCCCVII.J Bicember 1833. 

My dear Sir — Your book, by the unremitting punctu- 
ality of your publisher, has reached me thus early. T 
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have not opened it, nor will till to-morrow, when I 
promiae myself a thorough reading of it. The " Pleasurea 
of Memoiy" was the first school present I made to Mrs. 
Bfoxon ; it has those nice woodcutd, and I believe she 
keeps it still. Believe me, that all the kindness you hare 
shown to the husband of that excellent person seems 
done unto myselt I have tried my hand at a sonnet in 
■ the Timet; but the turn I gave it, though I hoped it 
would not displease you, t thought might not be equally 
agreeable to your artist. I met that dear old man at 
poor Henry's, with you, and again at Gary's, and it was 
sublime to see him sit, deaf, and enjoy all that was going 
on in mirth with- the company. He reposed upon the 
many graceful, many fentastic images he had created; 
with them be dined, and took wine. I hare ventured 
at an antagonist copy of Tereee, in the AtheTMsum, to 
him, ia which be is as everything, and you as nothing. 
Ho is no lawyer who cannot take two sides. But I am 
jealous of the combination of the sister arts. Let them 
sparkle apart What injury (short of the theatres) did 
not Boydell's Shakspeare Gallery do me with Shakspeare 1 
to have Opie's Shakspeare, Northcote'a Shakspeare, light- 
headed Fuaeli'a Shakspeare, heavy-headed Eomney's 
Shakspeare, wooden-headed West's Shakspeare (though 
he did the best in Lear), deaf-headed Reynolds's Shaks- 
peare, instead of my and everybody's Shakspeare ; to be 
tied down to an authentic face of Juliet ! to have Imogen's 
portrait ; to confine the illimitable ! I like you and 
Stothard (you beet), but " out upon this half-faced fellow- 
ship!" Sir, when I have read the book, I may trouble 
you, through Moxon, with some faint criticisms. It is 
not the flatteringest compliment, in a letter to an author, 
to say you have not read his book yet. But the devil ot 
a reader he must be who prances through it in five 
minutes ; and no longer have I received the parcel. It 
was a httle tantalising to me to receive a letter from 
Landor, Gebir Landor, from Florence, to say he was just 
Mtting down to read my " Elia," just received ; but the 
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letter was to go out before tbe reading. There are 
calamities in authorsliip whicli only authors know. I am 
going to call on Moxon on Monday, if the throng of 
carriages in Dover Street, on the mom of publication, do 
not barricade me out. 

With majiy thanks, and most respectful remembrances 
to your sister. 

Yours, C. Lahb. 

Have yon seen Coleridge's happy exemplification in 
English of the Ovidian Ele^ac metre 1 

Id tbe Hexameter rUea the fonntain'a tilvnj cnrrent, 
la the PenUmeter aye fslimg in melody down. 

My sister is papering up the book, — careful soul I 



To MARY BETHAM. 

Letter CCCCVIII.] 

Dear Mary Betham — I received the Bill, and when it is 
payable, some ten or twelve days hence, will punctually do 
with the overplus as you direct ; I thought you would 
like to know it came to band, so I have not waited fur the 
uncertainty of when your nephew Beta out. I suppose 
my receipt will serve, for poor Mary is not in a capacity 
to sign it. After being well from the end of July to 
the end of December, she was taken ill almost on the 
first day of the New Year, and is as bad as poor creature 
can be. I>ipect her fever to last li or 15 weeks — 
if she gets well at all, which every successive illness 
puts me in fear of. She has less and less strength to 
throw it off, and they leave a dreadful depression after 
them. She was quite comfortable a few weeks since, 
when Matilda came down here to see us. 

You shall excuse a short letter, for my hand is un- 
steady. Indeed, the situatioo I am in with her shakes 
me sadly. She was quite able to appreciate the kijid 
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legacy while she was well. Imagine her kindest love to 
you, which is but buried awhile, and believe all the good 
wishes for your reatoration to health from 

0. Lamb. 
Uiss Mniy Betliam, 

t« the care of Sir Wm. Betham, 

Becord Taw«r, Dublin. 



To Miss FEYER. 

Letteb CCCCIX.] F^niaTy 14, 1834. 

Dear Miss Fiyer — Tour letter found me just returned 
from keeping my birthday (pretty inuocent !) at Dover 
Street. I see them pretty often. I have since had 
letters of business to write, or should have replied earlier. 
In one word, be less mieasy about me ; I bear my priva- 
tions very well ; I am not in the depths of desolation, as 
heretofore. Your admonitions are not lost upon me. 
Your kindness has sunk into my heart. Have faith in 
me I It is no new thing for me to be left to my sister. 
When she is not violent, her rambling chat is better to 
me than the sense and sanity of this world. Her heart 
is obscured, not buried ; it breaks out occasionally ; and 
one can discern a strong mind struggling with the billowa 
that have gone over it I could be nowhere happier than 
under the same roof with her. Her memory is unnatu- 
rally strong ; and from agea past, if we may so call the 
eartieat records of our poor life, she fetches thousands of 
names and things that never would have dawned upon 
me again, and thousands from the ten years she hved 
before me. What took place from early girlhood to ber 
coming of age principally lives again (every important 
thing, and every tritie) in her brain, with the vividness 
of real piesence. For twelve hours incessantly she will 
pour out without int^miiEsion all her past life, forgetting 
nothing, pouring out name after name to the Waldens, 
as a dream; sense and nonsense; truths and Bixorg 
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huddled together; a medley between inspiration and 
poBgession. What things we are ! I know you will bear 
with me, talking of these things. It seems to ease me, 
for I have nobody to tell these things to now. Emma, I 
see, has got a harp ! and is learning to plaj. She has 
framed her three Walton pictures, and pretty they look. 
That is a book you should read ; such sweet religion in 
it, neat to Woolman'a, though the subject be baits, and 
hooks, and worms, and fishes. She has my copy at pre- 
sent, to do two more from. 

Very, vety tired ! I began this epistle, haring been 
epistolising all tlie morning, and very kindly would I 
end it, could I find adequate expressions to your kind- 
ness. We did set our minds on seeing you in Spring. 
One of us will indubitably. But I am not skilled in 
almanack learning to know when Spring precisely begins 
and enda. Pardon my blots ; I am glad you like your 
book. I wish it had been half as worthy of your accept- 
ance as John Woolman. But 'tis a good-natured book. 



To "WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Church Street, SdmenUm, 
Lettbk CCCCX.] February 22, 1834. 

Dear Wordsworth- — I write from a house of mourning. 
The oldest and best friends I have left are in trouble. 
A branch of them (and they of the best stock of Qod's 
creatures, I believe) is establishing a school at Carlisle ; 
Her name is Louisa Martin ; her address, 75, Castle 
Street, Carlisle ; her qualities (and her motives for this 
exertion) are the most amiable, most upright. For thirty 
years she has been tried by me, and on her behaviour I 
would stake my sonl. 0, if you can recommend her, 
how would I love you-^if I could love you better ! Pray, 
pray, recommend her. She is as good a human creature, 
— next to my sister, perhaps, the most exemplary female 
I ever kaew- Mozon tells me you would like a letter 
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from me ; yon shall have one. This I cannot minglo up 
ivith any nonsense which you usually tolerate from C. 
Lamb. Need he add loves to wife, sister, and all t Poor 
Maiy is ill again, after a short lucid interval of foul or 
five months. In short, I may call her half dead to me. 
Good you are to me. Yours with fervour of friendship, 
for ever. C. Ji. 

If you want references, the Bishop of Carlisle ma7 be 
one. Louisa's siater (as good as she, she cannot bo 
better, though she tries,) educated the daughters of the 
late Earl of Carnarvon, and he settled a haodaome 
annuity on her for Iif& In short, all the f^ily arc u 
sound rock. 



To THOMAS MAJfNING. 
Litter CCCCXI.] ifay 10, 181;*. 

You made me feel so funny, so happy-like ; it was ad 
if I was reading one of your old letters taken out at 
hazard any time between the last twenty years, 'twaa 
so the same. The unity of place, a ^rden I The old 
Dramatis Personie, a landlady and Daughter. The puns 
the same in mould. Will nothing change yout 'Tia 
but a short week since honest Ryle and I were lamenting 
the gone-by days of Manning and Whist, How sarourily 
did he remember them ! Might some great year but 
bring them back again ! This was my exclaim, and R. 
did not ask for an explanation. I have had a scurvy 
nine years of it, and am now in the sorry fifth act. 
Twenty weeks nigh has she been now violent, with but 
a few sound months before, and these in such dejection 
that her fever might seem a relief to it. I tried to bring 
her to town in the winter once or twice, but it failed. 
Tuthill led me to expect that this illness would lengthen 
with her years, and it has cruelly — with that new feature 
of despondency after. I am with her alone now in a proper 
house. She ia, I hope, recovering. We play Picquet, 
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and it ia like the old times awhile, then goes oS. X 
Btru^le b) town rarely, and then to see LondoD, with 
little other motive — for what ia left there hardly ) The 
Btreeta and shops entertaiuing ever, else I feel as in n 
desert, and get me home to my cave. Save that once a 
moQth I paBs a day, a gleam in my life, with Cary at 
the Muaeura (He is the flower of clergymen) and breakfast 
next morning with Eobinsou. I look to this as a treat 
It Biiatains me. C. is a dear feliow, with but two vices, 
which in any less good than himself would be crimes 
past redemption. He has no relish for Parson Adama — 
hints tliat he might not be a very great Greek Bchoiia 
after all (does Fielding hint that he was a Person })-'and 
prefers " Ye shepherds bo cheerful and gay," and " Hy 
banks they are furnished with bees," to " The Schoul- 
mistress." I have not seen Wright's, hut the faithfulnesa 
of C, Mary and I can attest. For last year, in a good 
interval, I giving some lessons to Emma, now Mrs. 
KoEon, in the tense part of her Italian (I knew do 
words), Mary pertinaciously undertook, being 69, to reiid 
the Inferno all thro' with the help of his Translation, 
and we got thro' it with Dictionaries and Grammais, 
of course to our satisfaction. Her perseverance waa 
gigantic, almost painful. Her head was over her task, 
like a sucking bee, mom to night. We were beginning 
the FurgaXory, but got on less rapidly, our great authority 
for grammar, Emma, being fled, but should have pco 
ceeded but for this misfortune. Do not come to tovm 
without apprising me. We must all three meet somehuv 
and " drink a cup." 

Yours, C. Ifc 

Mary strives and struggles to be content when she ts 
well. Last year when we talked of being dull (we had 
just lost our seven - years - nearly inmate), and Car/s 
invitation came, she said, " Did not I Bay something or 
other would turn upl" In her first walk ow< of the 
bouse, she would read every Auction advertisemeut. along 
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the road, and when I would stop her she eaid, " These 
are my Play-biUs." She felt glad to get into the world 
again, but tlien follows lowness. She ia getting about 
tho', I very much hope. She ia rieing, and will claim 
her morning Picquct, I go to put this in the Post first. 
I walk 9 or 10 miles a day, alway up the road, dear 
London-wards, Fields, flowers, birds, and green lanes, I 
have no heart for. The bare road is cheerful, and almost 
good as a street. I saunter to the Bed Lion duly, ns 
you used to tlie Peacock, 



To Rev. JAMES GILLMAN. 

Mt. Waldat's, Church SlTed, 
Letter CCCCXII.] EdnumUm, August 6, lB3i 

My dear Sir — The sad week being over, I must write 
to you to say that I was glad of being epared from 
attending ; I have no words to express my feeling with 
you all. I can only say that when you think a short 
visit from me would be acceptable, when your father and 
mother shall he able to see me vnth comfr>rt, I will come 
- to the bereaved house. Express to them my tenderest 
regards and hopes that they will continue our friends 
still. We both love and respeet them as much as a 
human being can, and finally thank them with our hearts 
for what they have been to the poor departed. 

God bless you all, C. Lamb. 



- To Eev. H. F. CARY. 

Letteu CCCCXIII.] Stplemlfr 12, 1834. 

"By Cot's pleasing we will not be absence at the 
grace." 
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Dear C. — We long to see you, and hear account of 
your peregrinations, of the Tun at Heidelburg, the Clock 
at Strasburg, the statue at Rotterdam, the dainty Eheniah, 
and poignant Moselle wines, Westphalian hams, and 
Eotargoes of Altona. But perhaps you have seen, not 
tasted any of these things. 

Yours, very glad to chain you hack again to your 
proper centre, books and Bibliothecse, 

C. and M. Lahb. 

I have only got your note just now per negligentiam 
^eriniqui Moxoni. 



To Me. CHILDS. 

Motuiay. Chnrch Street, Edmonton {n//l 
Eitfidd, 13 you erroneously direct 
Letter CCCCXIV.] yours.) [September 16, 1834.] 

Dear Sir — The volume which you seem to want is not 
to be had for love or money. I with difficulty procured 
a copy for myself. Yours is gone t6 enlighten the tawny 
Hindoos. What a supreme felicity to the author {only 
he is no traveller) on the Ganges or Hydaspes (Indian 
Btreama) to meet a smutty Gentoo ready to burst with 
laughing at the tale of Bo-Bo 1 for doubtless it hath been 
translated into all the dialects of the East. I grieve the 
less, that Enrope should want it. I cannot gather from 
your letter whether you are aware that a second series 
of the Essays is published by Moson, in Dover Street, 
Piccadilly, called " The Last Essays of Elia," and, I am 
told, is not inferior to the former. Shall I order a copy 
for you t and will yon accept it J Shall I lend you, at 
the same time, my sole copy of the former volume (Oh ! 
return it) for a month or two? In return, you shall 
favour me with the loan of one of those Noifolk-bred 
grunters that you laud so highly; I promise not to keep 
it above a day. What a funny name Bungay is ! I never 
dreamt of a correspondent thence. I used to think of it 
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as Bome Utopian town, or borough in Gotham land. I 
now believe in its existence, as part of Merry England 1 

{Here are tome lines tcratcked oa(.] 
The part, I have scratched out is the b«st of the letter. 
Let me hare your commands. 

Ch, Lake, aliai Eli*, 



To Rev. H. F. CAEY. 

liBiTBa CCCCXV.] [Oaober 1S34. 

I protest I know not in what words to invest my 
sense of the shameful violation of hospitality which I was 
guilty of on that latal Wednesday. Let it be blotted 
from the calendar. Had it been committed at a layman's 
house, say a merchant's or manufacturer's, a cheese- 
monger's or greengtocer's, or, to go higher, a barrister's, 
a member of Parliament's, a rich banker's, I should have 
felt alleviation, a drop of self-pity. But to be seen 
deUberately to go out of the house of a clergyman drunk ! 
a clergyman of the Church of England too 1 not that 
alone, but of an expounder of that dark Italian Hierophant, 
an exposition little short of kU who dared unfold the 
Apocalypse ; divine riddles both ; and, without supernal 
grace vouchsafed, Arks not to be fingered without present 
blasting to the touchers. And then, from what house ! 
Not a common glebe or vicarage (which yet had been 
shameful), but from a kingly repository of sciences, 
human, and divine, with the primate of England for its 
guardian, arrayed in pubhc majesty, from which the 
profane vulgar are hid fly. Could all those volumes have 
taught me nothing better ! With feverish eyes on the 
succeeding dawn I opened upon the faint light, enough to 
distinguish, in a strange chamber, not immediately to be 
recognised, garters, hose, waistcoat, neckerchief, arranged 
in dreadful order and proportion, which I knew was not 
mine own. 'Tia the common symptom on awaking, I 
judge my last night's condition from. A tolerable scatter- 
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ing on the floor I htal as being too probably my own, and 
if the candlestick be not removed I assoU myself. But 
this finical arrangement, this finding everything in the 
morning in exact diametrical rectitude, torments me. 
By whom was I divest«d 1 Burning blushes ! not by 
the fwr hands of nymphs, the Buffam Graces ? Remote 
whispers suggested that I coached it home in triumph. Far 
be that from working pride in me, for I was unconscious 
of the locomotion ; that a young Mentor accompanied a 
reprobate old Telemachus ; that, the Trojan-like, he bore 
his charge upon his shoulders, while the wretched incubus, 
in glimmering sense, hiccuped drunken snatches jof flying 
on the bats' wings after sunset. An aged servitor was 
also hinted at, to make disgrace more complete, one, to 
whom my ignominy may ofier further occasiona of re7olt 
(to which he was before too fondly inclining) from the 
true faith; for, at the'sight of my helplessness, what 
more was needed to drive him to the advocacy of Inde- 
pendency) Occasion led me through Great Russell 
Street yesterday. 1 gazed at the great knocker. My 
feeble hands in vain essayed to lift it. I dreaded that 
Argus Portitor, who doubtless lanterned me out on that 
prodigious night. I called the Elginian marbles. They 
were cold to my suit. I shall never again, I said, on tha 
wide gates unfolding, say, without fear of thrusting back, ' 
in a li^t but peremptory air, " I am going to Mr. 
Gary's," 1 passed by the walls of Balclutha, I had 
imaged to myself a zodiac of third Wednesdays irradiat- 
ing by glimpses the Edmonton dulness. I dreamed of 
Highmore I I am de-vited to come on Wednesdays. Vil- 
lanous old age, that, with second childhood, brings linked 
hand in hand her inseparable twin, new inexperience, 
which knows not efieets of liquor. Where I was to have 
sate for a sober, middle-aged-and-a-half gentleman, literary 
too, the neat fingered artist can educe no notions but of 
a dissolute Silenus, lecturing natural philosophy to a 
jeering Chromius, or a Mnasilus. Pudet. From tho 
context gather the lost name of . 
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TO MRS. DYES. 30^ 

Lbttee CCCCXVL] [Oetoier 18, 1831.] 

Dear Sir— The unbounded range of munificence pre- 
eented to my choice, staggers me. What can twenty 
votes do for one hundred and two widows ! I cast my 
eyes hopeless atnong the vidiiage. If.B. — Southey might 
be afihamed of himself to let his aged mother stand at 
the top of the list, with his £100 a year and butt of 
sack. Sometimes I sigh over No. 12, Mrs. Carve-ill, 
some poor relation of mine, no doubt. No. 15 has my 
wishes, but then she is a Welsh one. I have Ruth upon 
Ho. 21. I'd tug hard for Na 24 No. 25 ia an anomaly; 
there can be no Mrs. Hogg. No. 34 ensnares me. Mo, 
73 should not have met so foolish a person. No. 92 
may bob it aa she likes, but she catches no cherry of me. 
So I have even fixed at hap-hazard, as you'll see. 
Yours, every third Wednesday 0. L. 



To Mes. dyer. 

Leitee CCCCXVII] Dtcember 22, 1834, 

Dear Mrs. Dyer — I am very nneaey about a Book, 
which I either have lost or left at your house on Thursday. 
It was the book I went out to fetch from Miss Bulfam's 
while the tripe was frying. It is called "Phillip's 
Theatrum Poetarum," but it is an English book. I think 
I left it in the parlour. It is Mr. Cary's hook, and I 
would not lose it for the world. Pray, if you find it, 
book it at the Swan, Snow Hill, by an Edmontoa stage 
immediately, directed to Mr. Lamb, Church Street, 
Edmonton, or write to say you cannot find it. I am 
quite ansious about it If it is lost, I shall never like 
tripe again. 

With kindest love to Mr. Dyer and all, yours truly. 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



i,Googlc 



NOTEa 



CHAPTER IV. 

1817-1823. 

LBTTEtt CLXIIKp. 1).— William Ayrton (1777-1S58). Direi>- 
tor of tlie Music at tlio King's Tlieatre in 1816. Famous as an 
impresario and as a niiisicat critia He t^iited Charles Kniglit'a 
Muncat LUrary, which did bo much to popularise the best 
composers in this couDtry. He was the first to produce Don 
Oiovaani in England, ia April of this year. 

TM latt Mr. Melliak. —Mr. Hellish, of Enfield, for many 
years U.P. for Middlesex. He made a large fortune as au army 
contmctor. Whether he ever committed himself to opinions 
on poetical matters I do not know. 

LETTttB CLXIV (p. 4).— Mr. Barron Field; bom 23d 
October 1786 ; practised at the Uai- for some years, going the 
Oxford Circuit. In 1816 he married and went out to New 
South Wales as Judge of the Supreme Court at Sydney. Ho 
returned to England in 1824, having resigned his post, and 
was afterwards appointed Chief-Justice of Gibraltar. Sec the 
Elia Essay, " Distant Correspondents." "Botany Bay" is now 
BO much a matter of history that Lamb's allusions to the 
criminal population, among nlioTn lie pictures his old friend as 
living, almost require explanation. 

"So thievish 'tis, that the eiglitli commandment itself 
Scarce seemeth tbere to be " 
is of conrse a parody of Coleridge's lines in the "Ancient 

" So lonely 'twas that God Himself 
Scarce seemed there to be." 

The reader will not have mnch difficulty in separating the 

"lies," to wbicb Lambs pleads guilty in the various pieces of 

VOt. IL X 
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iiitelliRBnce here transmitted, from thfi trotlia.'' If tli» Mitchell 
mentioned naa Thomas Mitchell, the translalor of Aristophanes, 
he dill not die till many years litter, and Mr. Tliomas Barnes 
became the famous editor of the Time* instead of going lo 
Demprara or Essenniho, George Dyer, on the otiier hanil, was 
actually one oF t)ie eix eKecutora and residuary legatees under 
the will of Lord Stanhope. 

Lf-ttbh CLXT (p. 6).— Wt havt left tht Temple. Lamb 
ftnd his sister had lived for about nine yenrs in Mitre Court 
Buildings, and for about the same period in liii er Tem]de Lane. 

LiriTER CLXVU (p. 6).~Thc Oarden of England, Covent 

Soatkfnfs eiirse. The Curse of Kehama. 
Coleriiige') ilaCt and affairs. The new course of lectures, 
here spokeu of as contemplated by Coleridge, were delivered 



Letter CLXVIII (p. »).— This biief note is worth printing, 
because it led to the remarkable evening at Haydon s, when 
Lamli met Keats, Wordsworth, and the Comptroller of Stamps. 
See Hayilou's BiarUs, at mj MemoiT of Lamb (Men of Letters 
Series), p. 88. 

Letter CLXIX (p, 10). — W. S. goes on lectaring against 
IF. W. Hnilitt'a Lectures on the English Poets, delivered at 
the Surrey Institution. 

Lfiteb CLXX (p. 11).— The "books" here referred to ara 
the collected edition of Lamb's works in two volumes, published 
in 1818 by the OUiera. TliB letter to Southey that follows is 
also on the subject of the new publication. 



Lbiter CLXXIl (p. 18).— The "ticket" hero mentioned 

.._ f._ _ _ =. ..J ,m,f3g of lettures t"^' - 

Coleridge gave i 



was apparently for a projected course of lectures that was 



la of lectures after March 1818. 

'L&Tir,K.CLXXlll{p.n).—ToJohii,Chambtn. Mr. Chambers 
WBH a fellow-clerk with I^mb in the India House, and one of 
his most intimata friends in the office. This letter, from the 
original iu the possession of Mr. George Beotley, of Old Bur- 
lington Street, is now for the first time printed by his most 
kind permission. The circumstances under whicli this tissue 
of audacious invetitinn and wildest humour was penned are 
not hard to divine, Mr. Chambers wits clearly kept atray from 
buuness by an attack of eczema, or some kiiidrea aflbctioa of 
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tbe skin, and Limb, after a ftehion of wliich tliere are many 
otli*r instdiiceB, sits down to amuse the abaeut iuvalid by 
BUiipljiiig him witli material for a liearty laugh. TIib "intelli- 
gence " forwarded is of c<~>nrBe the simplest romance, grounded 
in each case, we may suppose, on certain bodily or mental 
peculiarities in tlie olGce clerks ifspectirely named. The 
anecdote of Mr. Bye's sonnets and their resemblance to Petrarch 
lias been so often quoted from this letter, tliough iiopublished, 
as to have become already liistoricsl. The few notes that 
follow are taken from some memoranda supplied by the late 
Mr. E. G, Boht], from whose collection the letter passed into 
the hands of Mr, Bentley. 

The letter is addressed to Mr. John Chambers, Leamington, 
Warwick. 

Aa Venn woitW say. Mr. Venn was an auctioneer. 

Aa D data before hcclve o'Clock. "Mr. Dowley, who 

was clerk and office- assistant to Mr. Chambers." 

Wadd and riumley. Wadd was son of a Rev. Dr. Wadd ; 
Flumley was the son of a silversmith on Ludgate Hill. Hyde 
was a clerk in the same office, familiarly called Old Jemmy 
Hyde. He claimed to bo descended from Lord -Chancellor 
Hyde. Bennah, "father of the recent Brighton photographer." 
Friend "eventually became chief clerk when the Company 
passed into the hands of the Government." Syc, "another 
clerk in the same office, and held to be very stupid ; got into 
debt and was dismissed." See Letter to Manning of 28th Uajr 
1819. Mr. Bohu adds that "this letter is evidently cuinplcte 
although it ends abruptly and ia not signed." 

Letteb CLXXIV (p. 20).— A copy of "Ptltr Bell." Tlie 
Terses to which Lamb here refers were those which J. Hnmilton 
Keynolds wrote and pnblished a few days in advance of Words- 
worth's "Peter Bell," in ridicule of the poet. The smiih, 
iKSued from the publishing house of Taylor and Hessey, bore 
on its tille-page, Fetcr Bell : A Lyrical Ballad. •• I do affinii 
that I am the real Simon Pare." It consists of some fifty 
stanzas, roughly imitated from the actual metro of Words- 
worth's poem. It was furnished with a prose Preface and 
Appendix. The opening lines of the former may be cited as 
giving some idea or the insolent spirit in which the whole jea 
d'eapriljiaa conceived ;—" It isnowai-criod of one-nnd-tneiity 
years since I first wrote some of tlie most {lerfect coni]ioE<itioiis 
[except certain pieces 1 have written in my later days) that 
ever dropped from poetical pen. tly heart hath been right 
and powerful all its years. I never thought an evil or a weak 
thought in my life. It has been my aim and my Bchievomeut 
to deduce moral thunder from buttercuia, daisies, celandines, 
uid (as a poet, scarcely inferior to mysell', hath it) ' such small 
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doer,'" etc. etc. etc. The verses Ibat follow are compoiied by 
stringing; togethei allusions to Alice Ft^ll, Betty Foy, Hurry 
Gill, and other names from Wordsworth's best.known ballada, 
with phrases and mannerisms borrowed from the more inawkish 
of his earlier poems. It may be adJed tliat it was the pub- 
licfttion ofthiifirtt "Pet«r Bell," to which Wordsworth's came 
seBOnd, that espliiina Shelley writing a "Peter Bell the Third." 
Sogers haa bsen re-wriiiiig your Foem of tht Strid. Kofjera 
wrote a poem on the same incident aa that of Wordsworth's 
"Forea of Prayeri or, The Founding of Bolton Priory," 
Bogera's poem was called " The Boy of f^mond," and the first 
two lines of it — 



were, in tome later editions of Wordsworth's poems, prefixed aa 
a motto to his " Force of Piajer." 

Hovido JOK like my vxiy of writing mith two in&sl This 
letter was actually so written, in lines of black and red ink 
alternately. 

Ltttbr CLXXV (ft. S2). —TJu! Oladmana of WkeaOMmsUad. 
Lamb bad relntions in Hertfonlsbire, where his grandmother, 
Mrs. Field, resided so long. See the Essay, ' ' Mackery End in 
H shire," and notes upon it, in my edition o{ Elia. 

Tommy Bye. See preceding letter to Mr. Chambers. Mrs. 
Gold was the married name of Miss Burrell, the actress. 
Manning was now once more in England after his long absence 
in Cliitia. Tliis letter was addressed to faini at Ware in 
Hertfordabire. 

Letter CLXXVl (p. H).—Hoib proud lee are here of tltededi- 
eatian. Wordsworth had just published his eaity poem "The 
Waggoner," in compliance with Lamb's request made in 



not added!' To eaj the truth, from the higher tone of imagina- 
tion, and the deeper touches of passion aimed at in the former, 
I a]>(>rebended this little piece could not accompany it without 
disadvantnga. In the year 1806, if I am not mistaken, ' The 
Waggoner was read to yon in manuscript, and oa you have 
remeuibeced it tor so long a time, 1 am the more encouraged to 
hope that, since the localities on which the poem partly depends 
did not pievent ils being interesting to you, it may prove 
acceptable to others. . Being, thotofore, in some measure the 
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cause of its present sppesrance, ;od most allow me the gratiG- 
cation of iiiacribin| it to you, lin acknowIedBment of the 
pleasure 1 have deiived Irom jour writings, aud oC the higU 
esteem with which 

"I am very truly yours, 

"William Wobiiswoeth." 

Benjamin is the waggoner's name. 

Mary Sabilla Novdlo. The wife of Vincent NoMllo, the 
eroinent compoaer and organist. 

Letteb CLXXVII (p. 26).— This letter to Lamb's old friend 
Joseph Cottle, publisher and poet of Bristol, has, I venture 
to think, an intereating history attached to it. Tliia and 
tie following two letters were first printed by Cottle in his 
Early JUcoUculiona of Coleridge, pablisbcd in 1837. Cottle 
gave the date of the first two correctly (1819}, but by some 
OTeraight dated the Inst of the three 18S9. Eecent editors have 
made the error complete by dating them all 1826. Accordingly, 
in the autumn of 1886, when engaged in arranging the Letters 
for the present edition, I was perplexed by this confusion of 
dates, and could discover no internal evidence in the' Letters 
themselves to resolve my doubts. A recent editor of Lamb'a 
Correspondence had confidently announced that the Collection 
of Likenesses of British Bards was a certain work called EJigiei 
Paetiax, being a set of portraits of distinguished English Poets, 
with short notices of their lives and woi'ks, ichich was not in 
fact issued till the year 1824. lliis work (the letterpress of 
which, issaed anonymously, was the work of Barry Corn- 
wall) only included poets already decessed, and therefore did 
not contain any 'portrait or notice of Joseph Cottlo. When 
I had given up hope of Gndinv any elne to the mystery, the 
actual volume indicated by Lamb came to light. It proved to 
be a copy of Byron's Eagliiih Barda and SaSch ItenleiceTa, pro- 
fusely illustrated with engravings and drawings of the various 
poets and otber literary characters occurring in the famous 
satire. My attention was called to the copy by its containing, 
as its solitary water-coloar drawins, a hitherto nnknown por- ' 
trait of Charles Lamb, by Mr. Jose|di. A.RA. ; but on examin- 
ing the book further, I found that it contained also a pencil 
sketch of Joseph Cottle, evidently copied from a miniature. 
The dateof the compilation, as given on a special title-page, was 
1818, and the person by whom it was compiled, one William 
Evans. By inquiring from the latest possessor of the volume, 
I discovered that this Mr. Evans was Lamb's old friend of that 
name, a colleague in the India House, to whom Lamb owed his 
first introduction to Talfourd. Hero then was beyond doubt 
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the "particalar friend" irho was making a selection of the 
"Likvaesaca of Livii^ Bards." TbntLainb was perfectly nell 
avare of the use Mr. Evans proposed to make of the portraits in 

Sneation we cannot doubt ; and we can imagine with what 
naractemtic ei|asniiD[ty he was allowing his own portrait to 
appear in illustration of lines by Byron quite aa scornful as 
those in which poor Cottle was described. As Joseph Cottle, 
however, might not hare received the intelligence with the 
aame philosophic calm, Lamh did not think it necessary to 
inform liis old friend of the precise destination of his portrait. 
Since I made known these facts in the columns of the Aihauxum, 
Mr. Evans's volume has passed Into the keepmg of the British 

Letter CLXXVIII (p. Z7).~J daughter of JiwpA'j, R.J. 
The name of Mr. Joseph's daughter is anpended to several of 
the drawings in Mr. Kvaiis's volume, but by some oversight not 
to the likeness of Joseph Cottle, which was a copy from a, 
miniature by Branwhite of Bristol. Mr. Joseph was an associate 
only of the Royal Academy. He never at^Ded the full rank 
ofRA. 

Vour belter famar, the "Messiah." "In consequence of 
this application," Cottle tells us, referring to the preceding 
letter of Lamb's, " I sent C. Lamb a portrait by Branwliite, 
and enclosed for his acceptance the second part of my Messiah." 
Cottle had published the first part of this Epic, "in twenty- 
four books," four years earlier. Lamb, as usual, bits with 
unairing skill one of the few lines in the dreary waste of com- 
monplace that baa some felicity of diction. Cottle Lad ruined 
the effect of the musical couplet — 

" The willowy brook was there, but tfaat sweet sound — 
When to be haard again on earthly grouudl" 

by adding the feeble lines — 

" (Wiiile sorrow gave th' Involuntary tear). 
Had ceased to vibrate On our listening ear." 



I:Ord Byron " — composed and published after the publication of 
the first two cantos of Don .Tumn. Of this effusion, in rhymed 
couplets, the following few lines may be given as a &it 

" Sunk, but not lost, trora dreams of death arise I 
No longer tempt the patience of the akiea 1 
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Confess, iritli tears of bload, to frowniDg Heavea 
The foul pervei^ioD of HU talents given ! 
Retrace thj fcotstepa I Era the wish l>e yain 
liring back tile erring thousands id thy train 1 
Let none, at death, despairing chai^ ou thee 
Their blasUd peace, in shnddering agony I 
Their prop, their heart's last solace, rent away 
That one tong night might quench their Perfect Day." 
Lbtteb CLXXX (p. 29).— William Wordsworth, the third 
Ban of the poet, had just come to the school of the Charter House 
in London, and on this Wednesday half-holiday the Lambs lisji 
asked him to dinner. 

A eertain preface about imagination. The allusion is to 
Wordsworth's own lines in "The Leech-Oathercr," cited by him 
in the Preface to the 1815 edition of his Poems ;— 
.shelt 



Letter CLXXXI (p. 31).— Sonw of Lloyd's lines oa you. 
The "Stanzaa 'addressed to » » •," ia Lloyd's Desultory 
Thoughts in London, written thia year. 

Capel Lojfl's. A sonnet dated from Manchester and signed 
C. L. had just appeared in a nowsjiaper. 

raur marine sonn^ waa Coleridge's sonnet, "Fancy ia 
Kubibus — a sonnet composed on the sea coaat," which appeared 
in BlackiBood'a Magazine of November 1819. The allusiau 
"about Browne" I am entirely unable to explain. It is perhaps 
inaccurately transcribed fi'om the original letter. 

Lettebs CLXXXllI and CLXXXIV (p. 33).— These letters 
were first printed in Mrs. Mathens's Memoir of her Hiiiih.ind 
in 1839 (vol. iii. p. 192). As they imply, Charles and Mary 
Lamb had been invited to meet Charles Mathews, the elder, 
and Ilia wife at the Gillinans. Mrs. Mathews gives an account 
of the dinner, from whiuli the following sketch of Lamb's 
outward man is worth pre.'erving; — "Mr. Lam h's first approach 
was not prepossessing. His figure was small and me.in ; and 
no man certainly was ever less beholden to liis tailor. Hia 
'bran' new suit of hluek cloth (in which he aflected several 
times during Ibe day to tako great pride, and to cherish as a 
novelty that he had long looked for anil wanted) was di'olly 
contrasted with his very rusty silk stockings, ahown from his 
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tight, white neckcloth was hammed to a fine point at the ends 
that formed pnrt of the little boir. His liair was black and 
sleek, but not formal, BDd liis Isce the gravest I ever saw, but 
indicating great in ttllect, and resembling very much the portraits 
of King Charles I. Mr, ColeridgB waa very aiwioua alont his 
pet LaiiibV Brat impreasion upon my bnaband, which I iwliere 
hia frieod aaw ; and giieasing that he bad been extolled, he 
mischievonsly resolved to thwart his panegyrist, disappaint the 
strangers, and altogether to upset the suspected plan of showing 
him off." 

1 Ben Jonson'a Even/ man in 

Letter CLXXXV (p. 33>— Sir. Collier had published in 
1820 his "Poetical Decameron : or. Tea Conversations on English 
Poets and Foetiy, particularly ol the reigns of Elizabeth and 
JaBtea I." ; and this is the work now acknowledgetl by Lamb. 
The discoveriea about Tjcel/th NigU were only as to the origin 
of the plot being fouad in u novel by Bamaby Rich. The 
reference to tlie comedy and its perfannance at the Temple in 
Manningham'a Diary, had not as yet been discovered by Mr. 
Collier. Lamb's allusion to Otrada is very curious. 1 feel 
no doubt that tliis ia what he wrote in the letter, and that 
3 his imperfect recollection of the actual name, K<»ader, 



the character corresponding to Shakspearc's Orlando in Lodge'a 
Soaalittd, the novel on which Shakspeare built his Aa You 
Like IL The speech of Rosadcr in addressing the Duke and 



mpany in the forest is one of those cited by Mr. Collier 
(vol. ii. p. 17^). It begins "WhatHoever thou be that art 
maiater of these luatie Hquirea, I salute tliee as graciously as a 
man in eitrcme distrease may : kuone that 1 and a fellow friend 
of mine are hero famished in the forrcst for want of food : perish 
we must, unless relieved by tliy favours." 

Tkt cJiaTocUr of lie As3. A sixteenth eentnrj tract entitled 
"The ITobleness of the Ass," discussed by tir. Collier's three 
" Friends in Coancil," is here referred to (i. 198). Lamb con- 
tributed a short notice of it to his friend Hone's Every Da]/ 
Book. See Mrs. Leiuskr's School, etc., p. 298. 

The title you tan«ot appropriate. The line was — 

"And weep the more because I weep in vain ;"' 
from Gray's sonnet on the death of his friend West 

You vrill find latt poem bat (me. Morton, one of ths 
apeakers in Mr. Collier's Ikcamcr&a, instancea Sir P. Sidney 
and an epitaph written on hini by Sir Walter Ralegh, in which, 
according to Harrington, he is called "The Scijiio and the 
Petrarke of our time.'' 

Leitbe CLSSXVI (p. 35). The "beautiful lines" lew 
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referred to were s copy of verses pnblislieJ in the iMndon 
Magiaim ioi Augnst 1821, signed "Olon," They were entitled 
" Epistle to Elia : suggested \>y his Essay ' Molls atque facetum' 
on I4ew Year's Eve. Lainb'a eesay had appeared in the 
number of the Magazine for the preceding January. &e» Essays 
of Elia, pp. 37 and 3SG. The poem was a grave protest against 
the despondent and sceptical tone of IiSiub'a 9)>ecalations on 
a fatare state of being. It is too long to give in its entirety, 
extending to nearly two hundred lines, but an extract may be 
cited in proof of the eloquent earnestness of the remonstrance. 
Speaking of the vagueness of Iamb's imaginings of the life to 

" No I never dream it : 
It thou but think tliis enor, O redeem tt 
The same that shadowed the green, leafy dells. 
And gave Ibem mnsie sneeter than thy belli. 
Has fnmished ont thy Heaven by the sweet name 
Of Paradise. And thon, too, art the same : 
The soni that revelled in thy Burton's page 
Shall be alive with thee ; the bard and sage 
Thou lovedst here, they wait but thy arrival ; 
Thy death shall be a sleep, a self-survivsl. 
Yea, thou shalt stand in pause when tliou hast set 
Thy foot upon heaven's threshold, and b^t 
ERaeed remembrances of forms and times, 
Greetings and partings in these earthly climes : 
And there shall come a rush npon thy brain 
Of recoUected voices, a sweet pain 
Of sudden recognition ; gentle stealings 
Of wakened memory— deep, volnptuona feelings. 
Pressures and kisses, that shall make thee start 
At thy own consciousness, and own, Thau art." 
Lamb, it will be seen, conjectnied that the lines might be by 
James Montgomery. They were by the late Sir Cliarlee Elton, 
of Clevedon Court, a frequent contributor at that time to the 
Londim Magazine., and were included by him in a volume. Boy- 
hood, and other Poems, published in 1835. 

This letter is doubly interesting, as revealing the origin of 
Lamb's famous signature. There is no sufficient reason for 
supposing Lamb's explanaUon fictitious ; and Mr. Lowell's 
conjecture that Lamb owed it to the EpistolcB Ho-EUaiUB of 
James Howell cannot seriously bo entertained. 

Lettbe CLXXXVII (p. 36).— The first of a series of letters 
to Cowden Clarke, which Mrs. towden Clarke haa most kindly 

S laced at my disposal. It need lisrdly be explained that Mrs. 
latke was a daughter of Vincent Novello. Lamb was livbg 
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Letter CLXXXVITI (p. 87). — Tlie fint sketch of tho 
famoua "KoHst Pig" Essriy, which appeared in the London 
Magazi-ne of the rollon'itig September. 

Lbttbii CLXXXIX (p, 39).— Poor JoAn's !osi. Lamb's elJer 
brother, John, had died in the KovembcT of the previous year. 
Captain Bumey died in the same month. 

TI14 foul enchanter ' ' tellers /our do form Au name." 

The quotation is from Coleridge'^ poem, "Fire, Famine, and 
Slaugnter," where it is a paraphrase for Pitt. Here it ia (cer- 
tainly iutended for Joseph Hume, who had already established 
his fiime as an Econoniical Kefonner, and wbo the year Htore 
had cut doHn the salaries of the Distributors of Stamps, which 
directly affected Wordsworth. 

Busirane is the name of an enchanter in the Fairy Queen. 
Hume was engaged in attacking the salaries, pensions, and 
saperannuatioD allowances of tlte public service generally. 

Milton hangs oi-er my fire-aide. The portmit of Hilton had 
come into Lamb's possession through the death of his brother 

i!y meeting tcOh Ihdd, See the Essay on "Some of the Old 
.Actors," then just printed in the London. The fortunes of 
this magazine were already waning 

At this juncture I may print a short letter of Lamb to 
Godwin, as yet unprintt^d, which came into my hands too late 
for inseitioQ in the text : — ' 

"India Jlouae, April 13, 1822. 

"Dear Godwin — I cannot imagine how you, who never in 

four writings have expressed youi'Self diareapoct fully of any one 
uC your l^ker, can have given offence to Rickman. 
" I have written to the Numberer of tlie People to ask when 
it will be convenient to him to bo at homo to Mr. Booth, I 
tliink it probable tic may be out of town in the Parliamentary 
recess, but doubt not of a speedy answer. Pf^iy return my 
recognition to Mr. Booth, from wliose excellent Tables of In- 
terest I daily receive inexpru-ssible oRicial facilities. 

"C. Lamb." 

Lptteb CXCI (p. 41).— John Oare (1703-1881). the Bon of 
an agricultural labourer in Northamptonshire. Ho had pub- 
lished, through Taylor and Hoasey, Poema, descriptive of Sural 
Life and Scenery ; and Liter in the same year (1821), The Villaga 
Minstrel, and other Poenui. These are the volumes, doulitleas 
which are acknowledged in tbia letter. Clare's verse ajipeared 
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from time to time la the Landim Magtaine, tlirongb wUch con- 
nectian be and Lamb had bicome acquainted. 

The " sonnet " Id the London for August referred to by Lamb 
was uuaigned. 

Since I saiB you Ihave Iten in France. Charles sod Uat; 
Lamb left London in the middls of Jnoe 1822 for a holiday in 
Pari*. They were for a while the guests of James Keniiey, the 
dramatist, at Versailles. From an entry in Crabb Kobinsoii's 
Diary ve learn that they travelled in company with a French 
gentleman, and a nurse for Misa Lsinb, in readiness for any 
return of her frequent illness. Charles Lamb was absent a 
month, but Mary Lamb remained at the Kenneys some time 
longer, retaming to England on the 10th of September. See 
sutoequeut letters to Mrs. Kenuey and to Barron Field. 

Lbtter CXCII <p. 43).— Bmwrrf Sartm. This to the 
earliest of the interesting series of letters to the Quaker poet, 
of Woodbridge, in SalTolk. Hr. Barton was clerk in the Bank 
of the Ktessrs. Alexander in that town. He was a contributor 
to the London Magatiitt, and Lamb had Erst met him at the 
' hospitable table of the publishers, Messrs. Taylor and Hesaey, 
who were in the habit of gathering their staff together at 
periodical dinners. On one of these occasions Lamb had spoken 

floyfully of the inconsistency of a member of the Society of 
riends writing poetry, and oat of a friendly remonstrance in 
reply there arose a correspondence, long carried on with the 

Eatest satisfaction to both. For fuller information about 
. Barton, I would refer to the short biography of him 
Srefixed to a selection of his poems published after hto 
eath in 1849. The memoir, a perfect model in style and 
feeling of what such a thing should be, is by the late Edward 
Fitzgerald, who married ilr. Barton's only daughter and child. 
" Napoleon," with other poems, was the third volume of versa 
published by Ur. Barton. It had just before appeared. The 
sonnet here quoted is of course Lamb's own. 

Letter CXCIII (p. 44). This letter has never becu printed. 
The original is in the possession of my friend, Mr. W. J. Jetfer- 
aon of Folkestone, whoso mother was the Sa/ihy of the letter. 
Mary Lamb had app-irently been asked to bring home a stray 
waistcoat of Crabb Robinson's ttiat he had left behind him in 
Paris. The allusions to the row and the canaiy bird are to 
certain disturbers of Lamb's sleep that existed at bis Dalston 
lodgings. Little Sophy, a, daughter of the Kenneys, was one 
of twin.sisters ; Lamb called her hia " little wife. " The allusion 
to the sixpence is surely to the old nursery rhyme ; — 
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Lettbii CXCIV (p. IB). — The following independent account 
of the visit to Talmn. yiaa sappliod to me 1^ the kts Mr, 
Edward Fitzgerald ; — " Lamb waa staying at Paiis with Kenney, 
when Talma invited them, with Howard Payne, to come and 
see an original picture of Shakapeare on on old pair of bellows 
which be had purchased for a thooaand francs, and which 
])roFcd to be s well-hnown inipostnie, of which the grcitt 
tragedian had recently become the victim. After admiring hia 
supposed acquisition, the x>arty announced their intention of 
seeing him that evening in the play of Regulvs, and invited 
him to sup with thcni afterwards, to which he assented. Lamb, 
however, could not at all enter into the spirit of French acting, 
and in his general distaste made no exception in favour of his 
intended guest. This, however, did not prevent their mutual 
and high relish of each other's character and conversation, nor 
was anj^ allusion made to the performance, till, on riang to go, 
Talma inquired 'how he liked it!' Lamb shook hia bead and 
smiled. Ah !' said Talma, ' 1 was not veiy happy to-night ; 
you must see me in Sylla.' — ' Incidit in Scyllam,' said Lamb, 
'qui Tult vitare Charybdim. '— ' Ah ! you are a roRuo — a great - 
rogue,' said Tsima, shaking him cordially by the hand as they 
psried." The Shakspeare portrait imposture is exposed in an 
article in Chambers's Jvanxal of 27th September 1856, "The 
Apocryphal in Portraiture." 

Lamb's description of Paris in this letter may well be supple- 
mentcd by a few notes written for hia sister's guidance after his 
own return to England. He advises her to walk along the 
" Borough -side of uie Seine," where she would find a mile and 
a half of printshops and bookstalls. "Then there is a, place 
where the Paris people pnt all their dead people, and Bring 
tham flowers and dolls and gingerbread-nuts and sonnela and 
anch triHea ; and that is all, I think, worth seeing as eights, 
except that the streeta and shops of Paris are themselves the 
best sight." 

Letter CXCV (p. il). — Your leUer nnd poem. The poem 
sent was Bernard Barton's "Verses on the Death of Percy 
Bj'sshe Shelley," just issued in pamphlet shape. Shelley had 
perished on the 8th of July in this year. The line taken in the 
poem was naturally one of solemn lamentation over the unhappy 
principles of the late poet. 

LKTTBft CXCTI (p. iS).—Foor Clodtnn. "The pecuniary 
tronblea already mentioned assumed no serious form till the 
year 1821, nor did any real crisis arrive till the year 1822. The 
title to the proprietorship of the house in Skinner Sti'set, of 
which Godirin held a long lease, was disputed, and an action 
for ejectment iras brongnt against him. After coniiderabla 



ii,Googlc 



NOTES. 317 

liHgation the snit was" finally decided adveraely to Godwin's 
interests. The resulta were an enforced biotb from Skinner 
Street, a claim for arrears of re: t, which was wholly unlooked 
for, the disorganisntion of the whole of the business which had 
bc«Li carried on with considenihle and increasing success, and 
finally Godwin became bankLnpt."—(Kegan. Paul's WtWiom 
Godwin, hia FHenda and Conlemporariea.) 

Letter CXCVIIl (p. 49).— The first of ashortseriea of letters 
to John Howard Fayiic, the American aclor and playwright 
These letters api>eared first, with comments by Mr. R. 8. 
Chilton, In the CerUury Magaxine for October 1382, To Mr. 
Chilton and the Editor I am indebted for their kind permission 
to use them. Mr. Payne lived mach in Parts, where presum- 
ably Lamb made bis acqnaintance during Ilia recent visit. 
Payne had a career of great poverty and stragt^le, but later in 
life was made United States Consul at Tunis, whore ho died in 
1852. Among his many dramas was Clari, the Maid of 
Milan, in which occurs the famous " Home, sweet Home," set 
by Bishop. Lamb's letters to him deal chiefly nith some of 
Payne's iliiimas then being performed in London. The "little 
wife " at Versaillea is the Sophy Kenney of a preceding letter to 
Mrs. Kenney. 

LsTTElt CC (p. 52).— The proposed Dedication was for the 
first collected edition of the Elia E^iay», pnblisbed early in the 
following year. It was, in accordance -with Lamb's "second 
thoughts" here explained, not altiniately used. The "sort of 
Preface" which appeared in the forthcoming number was the 
"Character oftbe late Ella," by a Friend. 

Letter CCI (p. 53).— Mr. "Walter WilsoD, nn early friend 
of Lamb's, was engaged upon a Life of De Foe, and had nritten 
t« Lamb for guidance. yfiXson' sMemoira of the Life a-nd Times 
of Daniel De Foe appeared in 1829. Lamb supplied to the 
work an "Estimate of De Foe's Secondary Novels, which is, in 
fact, an espanded vereion of the criticism contnincd in this 
letter. See Mrs. Leiccaler'l School, etc. etc., p. 30*. 

Lbttbr CCIII (p. 56). — I have included this fragment of a 
letter (here placed by accident out of its due order), becaose 
all Lamb's opinions of contemporary poetry are worth preserv- 
ing. Wordsworth's "Duddoti" sonnets had been published 
this year, and with them "Dion," "Ai-tegnl and Elidnre," 
" The Pass of Kirkstone," " The Longest Day," and otiiors. 

Letter CCIV (p. 57}.— This letter was written to Misa 
Wordsworth, then on a visit to her brother, the Master of 
Trinity, at Cambridge, 
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My nem year's ipcculalvmi. The memorable Essay on " New 
Year's Eve." Whether the referenes to the author of the 
PlcasttTcs of Hope mennii that Lamb now believed the lines 
signed "Olen" to have been by the poet Campbell, is aneer- 
tain. Possibly it is only a pliijful atlusian to hia haring him- 
self not indulged in these "Plco-iarea" in the essay in queation. 

lira. FarU, oar Cambridge friend. Mrs. Paris, mother of 
the eminent physician of that name, was the aister of I.amb'8 
friend Ayrton. It ivas at her house that the Lamba hrst made 
the acquaintance of Emma Isola. 

Letter CCV (p. 69). — The Erst of a series of letters to Mr. 
John Bates Dibdin, now for the first time piintfd. Hr. 
Dibdin was born in 1796, and died on Mny U, 1828. Re naa 
the oldest son of CbarleH Dibdin tho Younger, anttior ot 
YouTig Arlh-uT, and of innumerable plays, poems, songs, etc, 
and a grandson of Charles Dibdin, the nautical song-writer 
and composer. John Bates Dibdin held a cleikahip in the 
office of Messrs. liailton, Rankin, and Co., Merchants, in Clie 
Old Jewry. He for several years edited the Europeaii Maga- 
zine He went to Madeira tn tho hope of re-establishing his 
health, but sliorlly after his return to England died of con- 
aumption. 1 am indebted for this information to his nephew, 
Mr. Robert W. Dibdin, who has most kindly placed the origin^ 
letters in his possession at my disposal To tiim I am fartlier 
obliged for the following interesting account of Lamb's in- 
troduction to his uncle. The account is mainly in the word* 
of a sister of John liates Dilidin who aurvived him till qnita 
recently. It fully explains the alluaiona in the present letter. 
Miss Dibdin (Mrs. Tonna), after mentioning thatalie had visited 
Lamb at Islington, writes j — "My brother, who took me there, 
Iiad become very intimate with him, alter a previously some- 
what long acquaintance. He was himself engaged in the 
city, and had constant occasion to couduct the giving or taking 
of cheques, as it might be, at the India House. There he 
always selected the 'little clever man' in pretere ' '' 



other clerks. At that time the Elia Essays were appearing il 

Kint. No one liad the slightest conception who 'Elia' tras. 
a was talked of everywhere, and everybody was trying t<: 



, but without SQCcass. At last, from the style and 
manner of conveying hia ideas and opinions on ttifferent 
subjects, my brother began to suspect that Lamb waa the 
inilividaal so widely sought for, and wrote some lines to him, 
nnonymonsly, sending them by post to hia residence, with the 
hope of sifting him on the subject. Although Iamb coiilU not 
foioio who sent him the lines, 3'et he looked very hard at the 
writer of them the neit time they met, when he walked np, aa 
usual, to Lamb's desk in the most nncoucemed maaier, to 
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transact the neceasniy business. Shortly after, irhen they 
were again in conversation, aomethitig Urapped from Lamb^ 
lips irhieli convinced Ills hearer, beyond a doubt, that his 
suspicions mere coirect He tlierefora wrote some more lines 
(anonymoualy, as berarc), beginning — 

' I've found thee out, Elia 1' 
and sent them to Colebrook Ron. The consequence traa that 
at their next meetine Lamb produced the lines, and after much 
laughing, confessed himself to be Elia. This led to a warm 
friendship between them." 

The preiient letter was evidently written by Lamb on the 
flccaaion of this mutual disclosure. Mr. Dibdin had signed 
hia poetic appeals to Elia ivitli only the letter " D." Lamb's 
assumption that his new friend's Christian name was Timothy 
ia, of course, purely gratuitous. 

I.EITBH CCVI (p. 60).— Mr. Tirutan wai a farmer in Hert- 
fonlEliire, aud a distant connection by marriage of Iamb. See 
letter of Lamb to Manoing. May 18 1 9, "How are my cousins, 
the GlaJmans of Wheathuiastead, and faiiner Bruton ) Mrs. 
Brutou is a glorious woman." These presents of jiig were 
among the tirat-fniita of Lamb's famous essay iu the London of 
September 1822. 

Letter CCVII (p. 81). — "While Mr. Barton's poetical 
Libours alTecteil hia health, the first aucceas of them for a time 
disconcerted him with his clerkship ; though neither injared 
health, nor hope <IerelTeJ,' ever overshadowed his social good 
humour, or discovered themselves in repining : nay, he even 
thought of quitting the bank and Woodbridge altogether and 
tniatmg to hia pen for subsistence ; an unwise scheme jti all 
men, most unwise in one who hnd so little antliorly tact as 
himself. From this, however, he was fortunately diverted by 
all the frienils to whom he communicated his design" (Memoir, 
by Edward Fitzgerald). 

Lettbb CCIX (p. 9i).—Seuxa. W. Sewell's Siitory of Ihe 
Quakers, 1725. 

Abbcypony History. Sara Coleridge published in 1822 a 
translation of Martin DobrizhoHer'a Catiu Accouni of Ihe Abi- 
ponea, a performance, in her father's judgment, " unsurpasaeil 
for pure mother English by anything I have read for a long 

Mr. Milford'a place. The Kev. John Hitford, Rector of 
Benhnll, Suffolk, poet and editor of poets, a neighboui and 
intimate friend of Bernard Barton. 
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LBTntK CCXI (p. 67). — Ah editum of "Soxana." In the 
Prolaguo that Lutiu wrote to Godwin's play of f'aalkencr in 
1807, he aJluded to the circiinutancB of Goilwin being inJebtad 
to Db Foe's Soxana, See Mrs. Leicester's School, etc., p. 371, 
aod Kegan Paul's Li/e of Qodiciv,, ii. 182, 

IV/m wroU " Quai-l." The autborabip of Philip Quarl is 
atitl, 1 believe, undetermioed. 

Letter CCXH (p. 68). — 'M LeOer to an Old Oenlleman 
whose eduealioa had been neglected." This Jeud'esprit of Lamb's 
vos' nltitnately publislied in the London Magaaine of Januarj 
1825. Sea Mra. Leicester's School, etc., p. 230. 

/ took up Scott. Critical Essays on, ike English Poets, by 
Jobn Scott, tie Quaker poet of Aoiweli. 

Idiacd ill Parnassus. An account of this dinner is given, 
by Tlimnas Jloore in his Journals. Moore gives April i aa the 
tlato of the dinner, so Lamb's date is one of his not uncommon 
slips. Moore writes: — "Dined at Moiikbouse's, a gentleman 
I had never seen bffore, on Wordsworth's invitation, who Uvea 
there wlien he comes to town. A singular party — Colt^ridge, 
Wordaivorth and wife, Rogers, Charles iSnib (tlie hero at present 
of the Londoit ifagmincj, and his sister (the poor woman who 
went mad with him in the Diligence on the way to Paris), and a 
Mr. RcbinsoD, one of the minora sidera of the constellation of 
tile Lakes. , . . Chnrlea Lamb, aclevcrfellow certainly, butfltll 
of villainous and abortive puus, which he miscarries of every 
minute" (Hoore'a Journals, iv. 51). 

Letter CCXIII (p. 70).— ify littU book. The first series of 
Elia (1823). 

The Quaker ineidenl. See Essay on " Imperfect Sympathies " 
{Elia, p. 76). 

Tht diacotery of roasting pigs. See also notes on this essay 
in my edition of Elia, p. 405. 

His friend Savior. James Naylor, one of the most fanatical 
of the disciples of George Fox ; shamefully persecuted by order 
of the Parliament in 1655. 

ffoto did you lite Hartley's sonnets t Hartley Coleridge had 

published in the London Magazine for Febinary his earliest 

sonnets, those addressed to his friend Eobei-t Jameson. The 

first of these, here referred to, is the one banning — 

" When wa were idlara with the loitering rills." 

S e Hartley Coleridge's Foejns, i. 5. 

Iboneioed a seal of a friend. The friend was Barron Field, 
The letter to the "great man" was to Walter Scott, on occa- 
sion of the appeal in behalf of Qodwin. 
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Letter CCXVII (p. 75). —Written to Miss Hnlcliinson 
(Mrs. Wordsworth's sister), who woa taking; churge of an inraliil 
relative, Mrs. Monkhnuse, at Ramagate, Lamb a grave accusa- 
tions against his aster's penmansliip are merely playful. 
Note the delightful strokes of Unmatir in this and the rorlouinf; 
letter — "Time" (as was said of one of us) "toils after ns in 
Tain." Jolinson's lioe on Shakenpeare — "Panting Time toiled 
after him in vain." 

Lkttew COXVIII (p. 11).— My leUtr to llu old gmlUnuin. 
— The parody on De Ijuincey's Lellera to a young ilan wkoae 
Educalion has been Ntgltcl^. See previous letter to Barton 
of Sth March. 

f mist Janun. — "Janns Weathercock," the now iiotorions 
Thomas Griffiths Wainswrifiht [the forger and poisoner), had 
been on the regular staS of the Lontfoti MagaiiTic, 

Lbtteh CCXXI [p. 79).— This fragment of a letter to Charles 
Lloyd was first printed in the Toinnie of Barton's I.etteni 
and Poems already referred to. Lamb's letter was written to 
Lloyd on occasion of receiving from him a fi*Bh volume of 
his poetry: Poena, by Charles lioyd : London, 1823. Among 
them are " Lines, nrillen Feb. 8, 1822, on the death of Mary 
Lloyd, Mother of the Author"; "Stanras on the Death of 
Mary Braithwaite, the third Sister of the Author " ; and others. 

Lbtter CCXXII (p. 80).—/ ahttsed Hastings. The Elia 
Essay "The old Margate Hoy" was written during Lamb's 
sojourn at Hastings, and published in the London Magasine 
of this very month, July 1S23. lu the course of that e^say ho 
had, as he says, "abnsed Hastings." Readers of Elia will 
remember the passage about "this detestable Cinque Port." 
But, as will be seen. Lamb came to change his opinion of its 
merits. The sniall country chnrcb, here descrihed, is the little 
church of Hollington, a mile or two out of Hastings. It evi- 
dently inspired Lamb's fancy in awottdeiful degree He recurs 
to the subject in more than one tetter of this period. 

SotUhcy has allocked "Elia." — See chap. vii. of my Memoir of 
Lamb in the Men of Letters Series. Souttiey's article appeared 
in the Quarterly for January 1823. The Elia Essay "On 
Witches auit other Night Fears " was the one specially chosen 
hj Southey to point Uia moral. 

7(p.82).— y 
this could have been I do not k 

VOL. n. 
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■onnet to Elia in the Londoti of the previoRB Febraary, be- 
ginning— 

" Delightful author I unto whom I owe 
Homenta and moods of fancy bdiI of feeling." 
Barton included it in bia rolums Poetic ViglU tn 1824. It 
eml>odies eome diecrinjinntiii^; criticism. 

Mt. Cary, the DanU-jtian. — The first mention in these letters 
of the Rev, H. F. Carj, the translatur of Dante, and a rre<]uent 
contributor to the London Maga^iie. He had a residence at 
tlw! British Museum as Assistant -Keeper of Piiiited Booka. 

Letter CCXXV (p. 84).— Hood m-as at this time on a visit 
to Hasting for his health. Lnnib, who had himself been there 
lately, writes to instruct his friend as to seeing the lions, among 
which the little chnroh at Hollineton again appears. The 
reference to Standgate Street is ainiply a practLcal joke. There 
is no snch street in Hastings, and thongli great changes liava 
been made in the nomenclature of streets and roads in that 
town, the oldest inhabitant can recall no snch name. 

"St tang in meads." — The source of this picturesqae couplet 
ia as yet unknown to me. 

Tom ffoodgute waa a boatman at Hastings, under whose care 
Hood often enjoyed a saiL See the "Literary Reminiscences" 
in Hood's Ovm. "Old Lignum Janaa" in the opening of this 
lottcr would appear to be a Latin alternative for him. 

Letter CCXXVII (p. iy).-~rouT " Staraaa m BUxnnfidd." 
This poem ha<t been sent to Lamb on its appearance in the 
colomns of a local paper, and wlien it was next printed in 
Barton's Poetic Vigils (1824) it waa with certain modificationa. 
That word "Horkey," for instance, which is the Suffolk name 
for the Harreat Sapper, bod disappeared (probably in deference' 
to Lamb's objections), and the stanza in which it occurred was 
recast so as to admit of "Harvest- Home" instead. 
HotB happily you have brought in hia tubjecta. — 
" Circling the Wd Oak TabU ronnd. 

Whose moral worth thy measure owns, 
Heroes and heroines yet are found 

Like Aimer and the Widoa! Jonei. 

There Gilbert Meldrum's sterner lonea 

In virtue's caase are bold and free. 

Andei 
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8S).— Mr. Dibdin hftd wnt Lunb a 
r result of the memorable essaj), and 
iblaora of a pig worked in bsUq and 

Sir {eu I tay to Southey). — A reference to the solemn and 
formal opening of bia letter to Sautjiey in tbe current number 
of the London Mffgazine. 

Lbiteh CCXXXI (p. 88).— ra* kindntm iff i/<mr noU. Wa 
cannot but regret that this reply of Southey's has not sarrired. 
The " Confessions of a Drunkard " was a paper of Lamb's coq- 
trihuted some years before to a compilation by Basil Montagn, 
called " Some Enquiries into the Efiects of Fermented Liquors. 
By a Water Driuker." In the Quarterly for April 1822 
»ppe«red an article on Dr. Eeid'a tr«tiHe on "Hypoctor- 
djiasia and other Nervous Attectioos." These " Confessions of 
a Drunkard " were there referred to as " a fearful picture of tlia 
consequences of intemperauee," which the reviewer went on to 
say " we have reason to know is a true tale." 

Letter CCXXXII (p. SO).— Thou toilt su a funny pottage. 
See the Elia Essay "Auiicua Sedivivus," and my notes there- 
upon, in Elia, pp. 281 and 118. 

Letteb CCXXXIV (p. »3).— Mr. W. Harrison Ainsworth, 
the future novelist, is here addressed. He must have lent Lamb 
the norks of William. Warner, the Elizabethan poet, antlior of 
Anion's England. The only English version of Goethe'a Faust 
as then acoesaible was Haywanl'a. 

Ainsworth, a yooth of eighteen, was asyet residing at Man- 
chester, where his father was a solicitor. He came up to Loudon 
in the following year. 



CHAPTER V. 

182^-1827. 

Lettbh CCXXXVI. (p. 98)— Thurtell, the notorious murderer 
of Mr. William Wears, "who lived in Lyon's lun," was executed 
at HertfonI on this day. It will be remembered that at liis 
trial one of tlia witncssca enunciated the famous definition of 
Kespectability. See Carlylo's Works, passim. 

Lettbr CCXXXVII (p. 9&).— Your friend Taylor. The 
Rev. C. B. Tayler, curate of Hadleigh, SufTolk, author of various 
religioua stories, now forgotten. 
. YuuT account of my black-batting. It had been proposed to 
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admit Slia for circulation in a Book Club in Woodbril^, to 
wLich Bflrtoa aud other Friends belonged, with the result hero 
mautioned. 

"I have been merry (nice or itnice ere noio." 

Master Bilence, In Henry IV, Part li. 
^ Coleridge's SooJc. Aida to SefiectUm, nublished in 1S25. 
It consists larKelf. ae will be romeiubered, of passages from 
Leighton's nrttinp with Coleridge's comments. 

The deeisiaa againM JIuiti. The Liberal : Verm and Prose 
from the Soutli, eitited by Loigh Hunt in Italy, contained in its 
opeiiine number Byron's " Vision of Judgment." The Consti- 
tutional Association Hied a criminal infoimniton in the King's 
Bench for libel against John Hunt, the publisher. Tbe case 
came on January 15, 1S24, and tbe defendant was nltimatelj 
fined jEIOO, anil required to give security for good behaviour 
for five years. 

Letter CCXXXVIII (p. 100).— "/naiZto, ortfe TempUr," 
a story by one of the brothera Oilier, who hsd published lamb's 
collected works in 1818. 

Letter CCXXXIX (p. 100).— "PMrte Vigils." A Tolume 
of verse by Bernard Barton, then in preparation. The motto 
finally chosen for the title-page was a stanza of Henry Vaugban, 
the Silutist — 

Desrnight! this world's defeat." 

Letter CCXL (p. 102).— In 1824, Mr. Fitzgerald tells us. 
Barton "received a handsome addition to his income from 
another quarter. A few members of his Socinty, including 
some of the wealthier of hia own family, raised £1200 among 
them for his benefit. . . . It seems that he felt soma delicacy at 
iirst in accepting the munificent testimony wbicb his own people 
offered to his talents." Lamb's letter is in reply to one from 
Barton, consulting him on this matter. Lamb, it will be seen, 
overstates the amount contributed. 

Letter CCXLII (p. 104).— This interesting letter is now for 
the first time printed correctly, from the original in the posses- 
sion of Mr. h. M'Georgo of Glasgow, who kindly placed it at 
my disposal. The letter arose out of the following eircum. 
stances. James Montgomery, tbe poet, had this year edited a 
volume of original prose and verse, setting forth the wrongs 
and sulTerings of the little chimnev .sweepers, for whose relief a 
Society bad been for some time labouring. The volume was 
entitled, Tlie Chimneij-Svieeper't Friend, and Climbing-Boy'a 
Album. Lsmb had been inrited to contribute a poem, but not 
finding time or inspiration, sent instead Blake's ferses, "The 
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tliiB heading, " Commmiicaited. bj Mr. Cliarfea Lamb from 
a ver; rare and curioua little work," the very rsra work being 
Blake's Soaga of Innocence. Bernard Barton, himself a con- 
tributor to Montgomery's Album, had there discovered these 
verses of Blake's, and had written to Lamb to ask questions 
C0QC«rning the writer of them. "la Blake a real name?" 
vaa evidently hia wonder. It will be seen that even Lamb 
di<t not know blake'a Christian name. 

Your recent acquitilitnu of the Puture and the Letter. Barton 
had received from some relatives at Carlisle a portrait or hia 
father, which had greatly pleased him. Barton describes it in 
a letter to his friend Taylor, inelnded in Mr. Fitigerald's 
ifemoir. The picture of Lamb's father litre referred to, has 
been engraved in Mr. Prooter'a ifemoir 0/ Lamb. 

Bia poema have been sM hitkerUi only in, Manuscript. 
Laiub obriously meana that the Songi of Innoeena were not 
printed, but engraved in writing-hand on the aame plates as 
the drawings that itlnstrate them. As usual, Lamb was one 
oif the first to recognise genius where the world in general only 

The Society vnlh the affected name. "The Society for 
Ameliorating the Condition of Infant Chimney -Sweepers" is 
the name ot one Society, mentioned in Montgomery s book, 
having this philanthropic object. 

So iQc have lost. another Poet. Bjron had died at Missolonghl 
on the leth of April. 

Letter CCXLIII (p. 106). — Your very pretty volume. 
Poetic VigiU, now at last published (1824). 

Ymi hare done Wooim/tn injualice. In some lines headed 
"A Memorial of John Woolman, a Minister of the Goapel 
among the Quakers," writton in anapestic verse. 

The piece on Nayler. "A Memorial ot James Nayler, the 
Beproach and Glory of Quakerism. " 

Lkttbr CCXLIV (p. 107). — Founj Jrthur. A story in 
verso by Mr, Dibdin's father, Charles Dibdin the Younger. 
Many of the interspersed lyrics are thoroughly graceful and 

Jaat returned from Botany Bay. Barron Field had this year 
resigned his post of Judge of the Supreme Court at Sydney, 
and returned to England. 

Lktter CCXLV (p. 108).— Mr. Gary had sent Lamb hit 
translation of the Sirdt of Aristophanes. 

Lbtter CCXLVI (p. 108).— 0» getting a Aoiwe over ymir 
head. ' ' Now, too, after having long lived in a house that was 
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jast big enough to eat and sleep in, while he was obliged to 
board with the ladies of a Quaker School over the way, h« 
obtained a convenient house or hie own, where he got his pie- 
tnres and booliB about him " (Fitzgerald's ifemoiT). 

The album shall be attmded (a. The album of Lucy BartoD, 
to which the poem given in the eucceeding lett«[ was contri- 

The " Fronutheua," unbound, Mr. Mitford, Barton's neigh- 
bour and friend, had written to a local bookseller for a copy 
of Shelley's Prrniulheus Untoiind, and after aome delay bad 
teceireJ the answer that be was sorry the work was not to be 
obtaiued "in sheeta." 

A lontiit coTKtiixd and eeprasai luilk a tcUty deliertey. 
Shelley's lines hardly conatitato a sonnet. Lamb refers to hil 
" Lines to a Reviewer," beginning — 

" Alas t good friend, what profit can 70a sea 
In bating such a hateless thing as me T 
There is no sport in hate where all the tags 
Is on one side." 
A futile effort in ike ncrf A'umJer. The beautiful Essay, 
"Blakesmoor in Hertfordshire," was in the LoTidoa Magaxint 
for September 1824. 

LKTrBRCCXLVII(p. 110).— These voraes were headed, when 
sent in this letter, " In the Album of Haniiah Barton." Lamb 
explains why he had assumed that Christian name. 

Letter CCXLIX (p. 113).— Mr. Procter (Barry Cornwall) 
was married to Miss Anne Skepper, the step-daughter of Basil 
Montagu, in October 1824, 

Letter CCL (p. 111). — Mr. Monkbonse, a caasin of Mrs, 
Wordsworth's, was threatened with cousomption, and had been 
ordered by his physicians to winter in Devonshire, Mist 
Hntchinson was staying at Torquay with the Monkhonses. He 
died early in the following year. 

Lettee CCLI (p. 119), — Mr. Mitford's vases, which were 
actually made in China and sent home, are now in the posses- 
sion of my friend Mr. W. Aldis Wright. 

Faiintleroy, the memorable banker and forger, was executed 
on November 30, 1S21. 
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letter. He did not retDrn to Eogland till lats in the Tolloving 

year, 1825. 

Fiaanlio is Vincent Narello. Lemb probalily wrote ija- 
Mla, but Mrs. NoTello's name was Mary Sabilla ; Mr. Clark 
Wtu Charles Cowden Clarke, her aon-in-law. The various 
details res]iecting the HoveUo family are pure romance. The 
reference to the quite recent marriage of Procter {in October 
1824) further Exes the date of the letter. 

Irving has dedicated a bool: lo S. T. C. Irvine's "Anniver- 
mtj Sermon of the Loodoo Hissionsry Souiety, pivoched at 
Whitfield's Tabernacle in May 1824. and publiahed with a 
Dedication to Coleridee. The following is an extract From this 

Dedication : " When I state the feason to be that yon 

have been more profitable to my failh in orthodox doctrine, to 
my sptri:ual understanding of the Word of God, and to my 
right conception of the Chtistiait Church, than any or all of 
the men nith whom I have entertained friendship and conver- 
sation, it will perhaps stiU more astonish the mind and stagger 
the belief of those who have adopted, as once 1 did myself, the 
misrepreaentationB which are purchased for hire and vended for 
a price concerning your character end works." See Mrs. 
Oliphant's Lift eff Irving, vol. L chap, ix. 

Lettee CCLV {p. 122),— 7^ Chiasiad, a mock-heroic poem, 
by Charles Dibdin tlie Younger. The simile of the charwoman 
is a fair specimen of the whole, but (poM Lamb) is hanlly up to 
the level of Hudibras. The volume sent was Comic TaUt and 
Lyrical Faneia; including The Chtuiad, a mock 'heroic, in 
five cantos, etc. etc. (London, 1825.) 

lETrERCCLVI (p. 123).— De Qidncey's " Parody." Lamb'a 
"Letter to an old gentleman," etj;., already more than once 
referred to as a parody of Da Quincey'a LeUer to a Toting Man 
whoae Educatiitn has b6en_ Neglecled. 

The "Harm." A paper of Lamb's, entitled "A Vision of 
Horns," rather poor and forced, and on a dubious subject, 
was printed in the London Magaxiiie for this month. 

The Memoir of Lialon. Sea ifrs. LeicaUr'e School, ete, p. 
2E>3. It appeared, as did also the Parody on De Quincey, in 
the London Magatine for January 1825. 

In Ihe tuxl A'amber I fgtirt as a Theologian I Lamb pub- 
liflhod a short pajicr, "Unitarian Protests," directed against 
the conformity to Church ceremonies by his old friends the 
Unitarians. 

/ have lately picked up an epigram. The epigram in ques- 
tion was by Henry Man, one of the clerks in the South Sea 
House, when Lamb first knew that Institution. Lamb refers 
to the two "forgotten volumes" by Man, in his Elia Essay, 
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" BecoIIectioni or the South Sea Honse." The Tolumca vera 
publisheil in 1802 : Miaecllanemit IVarka in Verse and Prose of 
(A( late Hairy Sfan. The epitrrain 19 there piven, Man was 
Deputy-Seeretaij at the South Sea Hoaae in 1793. 

LETTEn CCLVII (p. ]24).— JSoj iig!y paper, the "Vision 
of Ilorna " before mentioned. 

"J}reamonJ, Buni/an." Rrfera possibly to some lines by 
Barton on seeing a portrait of Johu Bunyan, which were printed 
Bome time after in Mnjor'a oJitioii of the I^lgrim'a Frogrets, 
witii SouUiey's Biography of tlie author. 

The aeamd Nwaber. Of the London Magmine, New Series, 

The queen of the Eoit Angles. Barton's daughter, Lucy. 

Letter CCLVIII (p. 125). — /saw Tuthill yesUmighL 
Lamb had been taking medical adriee aa to his qualiticatioDS to 
retire from the India House, on the score of ill-heat th. 

Letteh CCLX (p. 127).— See Lamb's Elia Essay, "The 
SuperaDiinat«d Mnn," and the notes thereon, in my edition of 
Ulta, The final ratease from lits alarery came about on the 
last Tuesday in March. Two medical men, Tuthill, and Cole- 
ridge's friecid, Gillman of Higligate, gaye him tlie necessary 



Lbttbh CCLXI (p. 129).— 

" Tke lillU bird that vnngt the sky.", 
A random shot at Lovelace's — 

' ' The birds that wanton io the air 
Know BO such liberty." 

Te!l me how you tike " Barbara S." See this easiay in Elia 
(pp. 272 and 416). It appears in the London for this month. 
The actual heroine of the story waa Fanny Kelly. 

LKTTTlt CCLXIV (p. iS2).— Coleridge has jvsl finished hia 
frite Essay. Refers to a paper by Coleridge, on the Prometheta 
of £3chylns, read before the Royal Society of Literature on the 
ISth of May 1S2B. 

My ••kialus erumenre," What FaUtaff calls this "con- 
snmiitinn of tho putae." Lamb had retired upon two-thirds 
of his salary ; hence the roforenco to his missing " thirds." 

Lbttkb CCLXV (p 131). — My poor piUanee in Vie London. 
The allusion is to tha Elia Essay, "The Convalescent," in the 
London Magasine for this month. 

Yoiir book. Barton had sent Lamb his volume. Poena, by 
Bernard Barton, 1820. It contains "Meditations in Great 
Bealings Cburchyard," and the other places referred to by 
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Lamb. It is dedicated in soma prefatory lines to Maria Hack, 
tod tba volume itself opens with " Vetsea supposed to be 
written in a Burial-giound belonging to the Society of Friends," 
in wliicb the "baldness" of the ground, as regards "sculp- 
tured monuments," is apolof;ised for. 

Anne Knight, Mrs. Knight, a meml)er of the Society of 
Friends, who kept a school at Woodhridga, was a dear and 
intimata friend of Bernard Barton and hia daughter. 

On the same day on which this last letter was written, Lamb 
wrote another to Coleridge. The autograph is in the collection 
of Mr. .Alfred Morrison, by whose conrteona permission I am 
enabled to publish it here. The letter is in replv to one from 
Coleridge, first printed in the "Literary Reminiscences" in 
Hood's Ovm. Coleridge had met with the Odes and Addrtiaa Ui 
Oreat People, by Hoi^ and his brother-in-law, J. U, Reynolds, 
but published anonymoualy, and had conjectured from internal 
evidence that the volume was by Jamb. He wrote accordingly 
to tax Lamb with it "Yea, Master Charles," ho writes, 
"you are discovered;" and he adds, "the puns are nine 
out of ten good, the 'Newgatory,' transcendent." To this 
Lamb returned the following reply, disclaiming the alleged 
authorship : — 

" Miitgton, July 2, 1825. 

"Dear C, — We aregoiuR off to Enlield, to AIlsop's, for a day 
or two, with some intention of succeeding them in their lodging 
for a time, for this damned nervous fever (vide London Magazine 
for July) indisposes me for seeing any friends, and never any 
poor devil was so befriended as 1 am. I)o you know any poor 
solitary human that wants tliat cordial to life, a true friend T 
I can spare liim twenty : he shall have 'em good cheap. I have 
gallipots of 'em— genuine balm of cares — a going, a going, a 
going I Little plagues plague me a thousand times more than 
ever. I am like a disembodied soul in this, my eternity. I 
feel everything entirely, all in all, and all in, etc This price I 
pay for liberty, but am richly eautent to pay iL The Odes are 
four-fiftha done hy Hood, a allentish young man you met at 
Islington one day, an invalid. The rest are Reynolds's, whose 
sister H. has recently married. I hava not had a broken finger 
in them. 

" They are hearty, gnod-naturec! things, and I would put my 
name to em cheerfully, if I could as honestly. I complimented 
'em in a newspaper, with an abatement for those puns you laud 
90. They are generally an excess. A Fun is a thing of too 
mnch consequence to bo thrown in as a makc-waigiit. You 
shall read one of the ' Addresses ' over and miss the puns, and 
itshallbeqniteBagood.and better, than when you discover 'cm. 
APnn is a noble thing ;wr u: O never lug it in as an accessory 
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A Pun is a sole object for Reflection (vide my ' Aids ' to that 
receBsment from a savage state) — it is entire, it iilla the miod ; 
it is perfect as a sonnet, better. It limps aaliamed in the traiu 
and retinue of Hnmoar : it knows it should have an estalilish- 
ment of its own. The one, for instance, I made the other dny, 
— I forget what it was. 

" Hood will be gratified, as much as I am, bj jour tnbtake. 
I iiked 'GrimaIJi' the best; it is true painting of abstract 
clownery, and that precious ooncratB of a clown : and the rich 
succession of images, and words almost such, in the first half of 
the 'Magnum Ignotum.' . . . Hood has just come in ; his sick 

?'es sparkled into health when he read your ajiprobation. 
hey had meditated a copy for you, but postponed it till a 
neater second edition which is at hand, we are walking out 
to Enfield after our Beans and Bacon which are just smoking. 
Kindest remembraneea to the G.'a ever. From I^ington, 1st 
Day, 3d month of ray Hegira, or Flight from Leadenhall. 

"' C. L., Ohm Clerieus." 

Letter CCLXVn,(p. 136). —Southey had sent Lamb hia 
Sooko/llKChuTcA{lS2i), and his poem, the Tale of Paraguay, 
just published (1825). The poem was founded upon incidents in 
Dobriihotfer's History of the Abipones, translated from the Latin 
by Sara Coleridge three years before. Hence the "compli- 
ment to the iranaUtresa referred to by Lamb. In the third 
canto of the poem, Southey, in describing Dobrizhatfer, pro- 
ceeds thus : — 

" Bat of hia native speech because well-nigh 
Disuse in him forgetfulnega had wrought. 
In Latin be composed hia history ; 
A garrulous, but a lively tale, and fraught 
With matter of delight and food for thoaght. 
And if he could in MerLn's glass have seen 
By whom his t«mea to speak our tongue were taught. 
The old man would have fett as pleased, I ween. 
As when he won the ear of that greot linpress Queen." 
Southey'a poem v 

ledanghter, 1 

" Edith ! ten years are nnmbared since the day 
Which ushers in the cheerful month of May, 
To us by thy dear birth, my daughter dear. 
Was blest." 



" Jenuer ! forever shall thy honomred name." 
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/ have a ont-ad: faru going to It aeted at tht Baymarlcet. 
Frobably the Pawitbroker's Daughter, which happily was not 
destined to be performed. 

O. Dyer i»in the height oj an vxirrvim paradiat. Accord- 
ing to Crabb Hobinson, he married a launJress in Clifford's Inn. 

Lettbb CCLXVIII (p. 138). — Y&u have come offlrmmphatU 
wiih BartholoTntw Fair. In the Number of the Every Day 
Book tat September 5, 1825, there ia a long account of a personal 
TJsit to Bartholomew Fair, hj Hone himself. 

lyful no . ... 

"fiame- coloured" hose 
would seem to arise out of an indislinct associatiou with Sir 
Andrew Aguecheek. 

Letter CCLXX (p. 140].— Lamb was at this time contri- 
batiDg' to tbo new .MonlUy j/a$a3tn« his " Popular Fatlapiet 
They appeared bctwf- ' -' '=-'—'-- '- -'■' 



Letter CCLXXII (p. UV).^I got your book. Barton's last 
volume of poems, Devotional Verses : fouTided on, and illuelra- 
live "/, Scled Tacts of Scripture. (London, 1826.) 

Uniform as they are, and unirislori/y'd. This last word is 
certainly as I^mb wrote it, but what he meant by it, and from 
what he formed it, I must leave to the critics to determine. 

The "Spiritual Lav)" is a short poem on the test "Bnt 
the word is very nigh thee, in thy month and in tby heart, 
that thou may'st do it," 

ftntipping the Greek drama vjwn the lad: of Oenesis. In 
some verses on Abraham's willingness to sacrifice Isaac, Barton 
Lad written^ 

" Brief colloquj, yet more snbtims 
To every feeling heart 
Than ali the boast of claesic tim* 

Or Drama's prondest art ; 
Far, far beyond the Grecian stage. 
Or Poesy's most glowing page." 
LETrER CCLXXIII (p. 142).—" The Religion of the Actors." 

L tittle jjaper by Lam' .-....- 

for May of this year. 

Letter CCLXXIV (p. 144).— Tour nephew's pleasant look. 
Henry Nelson Coleridge published this year with John Murray, 
Six Months in the West Indies in JSSS, the narratira of a journey 
taken by the young man in company with his unclu for the 
benefit of bis health. It contains pleasant and graphic descri^k 
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tiona of the various pkces visited, and is written thronghoot in 
a nitty vein, and in a tone of ratjier ostentationa EpicuTeaoism, 
which no doubt led to Coleridge's strictures on its morality. 
The style is curiously unlike Lamb's, but exhibits many sigui 
of the influence of the Senlimenla! Journey, as Lamb truly 
remarks. But the little vohime " sad Jona into excellent s^nse " 
towards the «Dd, in a s«rioiia discusaion of the then burning 
question of West Indian Slavery. 

F. K. Fanny Kelly. 

Letter CCLXXVIII (p. \il).—Tke likaieis whith aeam- 

Sanies this lelUr was obviously the well-known etching on copper 
y Mr. Brook Pnlham. 

Letter CCLXXIX (p. 348).— Mr. Dibdin was staying at 
Hjstinga, as his delicatfl health often oblieod Him to do, and 
was lodging at a baker's, to which fact allusions will be dis- 
covered in this and tho following letters. The theme of the 
little church at Hotliiigtoa is again the subject of infinite varia- 
tions. " ISIucher Row" is a thing of the past, and has merged 
into a thoroughfare bearing a quite other name. 

Feter Fin. The name of a chai-aoterjilayad by Liston. 

Letter CCLXXX (p. 150). — Lamb and his friend Dihdin 
were Riven to exchanging letters in rhyme. The " Dibdin 
Muse " seems to have favoured, in various degree, all members 
sf the family, and we find Lamb retorting that be too came of 
4 poetical stock, and adducing his father, old John Lamb, the 
Level of the Essay on "The Old Benchers of the Inner Temple," 
Sec that Essay, and my notes upon it. Poor Dilxlin had 
apparently allowed "plan, sir" to rhyme to "stanza" in the 
eflusion which called forth this reply. "Small Bohemia," or 
" Little Bohemia," remains to this day, I believe, the name of 
a district outside Hastings. 

Lettbr CCLXXXI (p. 152). — The Quotidian. Hone's Every 
Day Book. Lamb bad published some "Quatrains" to Uona 
in the Lond/ra Magazine, which were reprinted in the Ecery 
Day Book of July 9, 182S. Hone appended to them a poetical 
reply in the same number, headed " Qnatorzians." For Lamb's 
verses, see Poems, Plays, and Essay$, p. 80. They begin — 
" I like you and yonr book, ingenious Hone ! " 

LETTK3 CCLXXXII (p. 153).— Another of those wild and 
grotesque effusions, written to auiuae the invalid during hia 
enforced loneliness at a watering-place. Mr. Dibdin'a nephew 
Informs me that his uncle was remarkable for his genuine piety 
and religious habits, which makes the banter even more eztnt- 
vacant "Old Banking" was, of course, one of the firm in the 
Old Jewry, young Dibdin'a employers. 
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Letter CCLXXXIIl (p. 165). — Tfos Oarrit* phajs. Lamb 
was laborionaly going tlirough this colIectioD, bfqucatlied by 
Ganiuk to the nation, for the purpoee of pnbliahing selectioDS 
from them in liis friend Hone'a Table Book. 

I may just refer to Lamb's expression, "droa mattcre," — 
matters, iLat is, tonching iaone\i. In previous editions of these 
letters, readings have varied curiously from "these luatleni" 

Letteb CCLXXXIV (p. lHy—Saered Spteimem. Mr. 
Mitford published this year his Sacred Sptcimtns: Selalcd from 
Early English Pacta. 

Hoo^a iook is mighty cUver. Whima and OdditUe. Second 

Letter CCLXXXV (p, ] 58),~TalfoHrd misdated this letter 
by a year, placing it in 1826. "Poor Norris" was Ksniial 
Korris, Sub-Treasurer of the Inner Temple, and one of the 
earliest and most loyal friends of Lamb and his parents. He 
died this month, and was buried in the Temple dinrchyard. 
Norria was connected tlirongh liis wife with the Hertfonlsliire 
village of Widford, wliicli Lamb knew so well. It adjoined 
Blakesware. 

Letter CCLXXXVII (p. 180).— This letter was clearly 
imtten for publication and appeared in Hone's TaiU Book (i, 
3). It served as preface to the selections which thenceforth 
were given weekly. 

Letter CCLXXXIX {p. 162). —The laat ExtracL See 
Table Book, \. SE7. In the passage from Porter's " Two angry 
Women of Abingdon" the printer bad given the line referred 
to— 

" Bluah forth golden hair and glorious red," 
ruining at ouce sense and metre. 

Letter CCXC (p. 162). — four yiduTA Haydon'a "Alex- 
ander," exhibited in the Royal Academy this year. See 
Haydan's i>ianr, ii. 119. 

The IJEO lordlike Bucks were, according to Haydon, who Grst 
printed this note ot Lamb's, the Duke of Devonshire and Agar 
Ellis. 

Letter CCXCI [p. 163).— This letter waa addressed to 

Novello in the pages of Hone's Table Book (i. b\A). It followed 

the publication (in the " Garrick " Seriea) of the beautiful lyric 

from George Peele's Arrai^mcnt of Poria, beginning — 

" Fair and fair and twice ao fair. 

As fair as any may be." 
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Letter CCXCII (p. 184).—^ comapomieni in yov-r Jait 
numbtr. See Tahie Sook, i. 603. Tliia letter was sifted 
"The Voileii Spirit." Lamb's reply appeared in the neit 
number (ii. 10). 

Letter CCXCII I (p. 16B).— This letter is here printed for 
the first time in its entirety from the original moniiscript. The 
first paragraph, hitherto omitted, tells an ainltsitlgsad cbarac- 
toristic story of Lamb and Thomas Hood. 

The picture versa were Bomo lines Written by Lamb to 
accompany tbo gift to Barton of a coloured print, in a frame. 
TliB lines were afterwards published in his Album ferwj, 
1830, and will be found in my edition {Poena, Plays, and 
Essays, p. 102). 

Bernard Barton delighted to cover his walls with such 
pictures as he could stTord, respecting which a pleasant passage 
wili be fonnd in Edwai-d FitzgeraK's Jfemcir. Lamb had 
somewhere picked up a coloured print representing a little boy 
learning to read at his matliers knee, and showing many 
obvious signs of childish obstinacy. For this picture Lamb 
bad taken dowo from his oirn waits an old frame, considenbly 
too large for it ; hut by carefully coating the superfluous margin 
of glass with cobbler's-wsi, he and his friend Hood bad sue* 
cecded in giving the wliole a reputable appearsnee. It was on 
suggesting the use of this frame that Hood observed that 
Barton would be "sure to like it, because it was ^Ati^frnnimAf." 
Id writing his verses Lamb, remembering the jeet, ended as 
follows : — 

"For the Frame — 

Tis not ill-suited to the same ; 

Oak-carved, not gilt, for fear of falling ; 

Old-fashioned, plain, jet not appalling ; 

And broad-brimmed, as the Owner's Calling." 

The last line, Lamb here requests Bernard Barton b> expunge. 
'When ho printed tbe poem three years afterwards in Album 
Verses, he retained the line, but with a modification — 
"And sober, as the Owner's Calling." 
The print, in its ilt-litting frame, still hangs over the mantel- 
piece in Mrs. Fitzgerald's (Lucy linilnn's) drawing-room. Tha 
original manuscript, with the lost line carefully erased with 
Barton's "best ivory-handled," is, by her generous kindness, 
in the possession of the editor. The [picture has yet one more 
poetical association. It forma the subject of some pretty verse* 
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LfHTBR CCXCIV (p. 167).— In Hone's Table Book (ii. 6E) 
appeared a sonnet of Iamb's addressed to Miss Kelly, "on her 
excellent Performance of Blindness in the revired opera of 
Arthur and Emmeliru." Hence this letter. 

Lbtter CCXCV (p. 167). — First printed bj Mr. P. G. 
Patinore in ify Friends and AapiaintancB (1854). 

Dash WM a dog tliat bad boeti given to Lamb by Thomaa 
Hood. Mr. Patmore tisa nnnch to tAl of tliia roving animal, 
who ullimately was transferred to Mr. Pstmore'a keeping. See 
My FrUnda and Acquainlance, vol. i. p. 29 : — 
*' 1/ he brinff bul a relict auJayi 
lie M happy, nor heard to cataplam." 
See Shenstooe's Pastoral Ballad, "Absence" — 



Lbtter CCXCVI (p. 1S9).— / am buay with afanx in liee 
arts. The IiUmding IFidow, a dramatic poem founded on Mr. 
CrabWs tale of The Confidanl." See Pocm-j, Playa, aad 
Baaaya. Ultimately published in Blackmood'a Magaxiae. 

LBTTEn CCXCVII {p. 171) Sir John Stoddart, Chief- 

Justice at Malta. See Letter LXXIX. in vol i., and note. 

Feam'e " Anli-Tooke." — Aati-Tookt: or, an Aiudysia qf 
Language. {Ijondon, 1824.} 

Leitbb CCXCVIIl (p. ni).—My engraving. The etching 
on copper by Brook Pulliam. 

/ had my Blakeaicare. See Elia Essay, " Blakesmoor in 
Hertfordshire," and notes upon it, in this edition. The essay 
vas hrat pablished in the Louden Magasine. 

Letter CCXCIX (p. 1 74).— The reference here ia to Lamb's 
contributions to the J'abU Book of extracts from the Garrirk 

Slays. Hone felt deeply the kindness of Lamb and bis sisler 
uriujt his struggling career. In dedicating to thern his Every 
Day BoiJc, be says :— " How can I forget your and Miss Lamb's 
sympathy and kindnesa when glooms overaiastered me, and that 
your pen sparkled in the book when my mind was in cloads 
and datknces. Tlieso 'trifles,' as each of you would call 
them, are benefits scored upon my heart " 

Lbttbb CCC (p. 174).— Barton had been sending versos for 
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Emma IboU'9 album. Respecting Mr. Froser'a projected albom, 
see note to Letter CCCXV. 

" Ftilure Lord Byrons and iweet L. E, L.'s." Tliia ia a lino 
from same verses on albums, vrlilch have been attributed, I 
tliiuk on insutBcient grounds, to Lamb bimseir. 

My tragi-comcdy. The Inlruding Widow. 

Yawt Dmmmimds. Lamb uses the name of one famous firm 
of bankers to indicate Bartou's emplojera, the Alexanders. 

En passant. I despair of interpreting Lamb's attempts at 
the FreoL-h langiutgc. Talfourd, equally hopeless, omitted the 
last aentonce, but I restore it from ine original manuaotipt. 

Letter CCCl (p. 176).— See Tabk Book, ii. 287, "Psst, 
Present, and Future. Extemporaneous Lines, written to oblige 
a young Friend who su^grsted the Topiu." Hone signci] hia 
own contributions with a *. In the poem occur these linea, to 
irhicb I^mb specially refers : — 

"Time, that faitbrul tntor, 
Were I bnt teachable, might show the Fnton 
As the Present is ; and fet I paint it 
Teeming with joy." 

Letteh CCCIV (p. m).-Mr. Watts. Alaric A. Watts, 
the editor of rarloas albums and keepsakes. 

"Lord, what good hours do we keep!" 
From a poem by Charles Cotton, quoted in the Complete Angler. 

A feeblt counter -aeii/m tliro' the Table Book of last 
Saturday. 'We must suppose there had been some ciitica] 
Atta<'kBU|>on Hood's " Plea of the Midsummer Fairies" (1827), 
for Lamb eoiitribtited to the Table Book a prose Tersion of a 
portion of that poem, ondct the title, "The Defeat of Time; 
or It Tale of the Fairies" (TabU BoOc, ii. 335). After para- 
phrasing tbe earlier part of the poem, Lamb breaks olf with 
tho following poatacript : — " What particular endearments 
passed betivecn tlie Furies and their Poet passes my pencil to 
deiiiieate ; but if you are eurioaa to be informed, I mnst refer 
jon, gentle reader, to the ' Plea of the Fairies,' a moat agreeable 

Caeni lately put forth by my friend Tlioinas Hood ; of the first 
alf of which the above is notliiug but a meagre and a harsh 
prose abstmct. Farewell. (Elia.) The words of Mercary are 
harsh after the longs of Apollo." 

Lbttrr CCCVI (p. 181).— Jfr. Moxon. The earliest men- 
tion, save in a letter of the June preceding, of one afterwards 
to be L.inib'9 friend and publisher, and the liusband of Emma 
Isola. He was then a young man of sii-aiid- twenty. 

LcrrBK CCCVII (p. 181).— Dash had been made over to 
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the ctre of tlie Fatmorea, linving been foDiid bj the Lntnba 
"intractable and wiW." 

rve Mill him two poems. One of tlieao waa the poem, " On 
an infant dying ae soon ea born," nrtttcn at the request of Mrs. 
Hood on the death of her first child. Sra PoaiD, Plays, and 
Esaays, p. 93. 

Letter CCCX (p. 184).— This letter was first printed in 
Urs. Mathews's Memoirs of her husband (iii. fi9S). It was there 
given d propoa of the suggeation that had been made to Lamb, 
through Barron Field, that he should write an elaborate deaciigi- 
tion of the pictures in Mathews's famous Theatrical Foitrait 
Gallery. 

An imiiaior of me. SejecUd Articles was a cnlleclion of 
parodies of varions prose writers, by A(r. P. O. Patmore (1826), 
one of tho many jeitE desprit suf^eated by the auccesa of 
the more famous Sejeded Addresses. The first article in 
the volume was a paper purporting to bo by Elia, entitled " An 
Un-Sentimental Journey." It was no more successful than 
many other attempts to imitate a style essentially inimitable. 

Letter CCCXI (p. 185).— Thi^ letter is now for the first 
time printed as a. whole. The original is in the possesaioD of 
the family of my friend, Mr. George Loveday of Wardineton, 
Banbury. Mr. Dodwell (it will be remembered) was a fellow- 
elerk of^Lamb'a in the India House. The names indicated by 
initials ivere other colleagues of Lainb and his correspondent. 

LffiTER CCCXIH (p. 189).— Leigh Hunt would appear to 
have desired a portrait of Xiamb, as one of certain projected 
illustrations for the work he had in preparation, Lord Byron 
and somt of his Contemporaries; milk Jfecollectiona of lh« 
Avihcr'a Life ond of his VisU to Italy. 1828. The book ulti- 
mately appeared, however, without the portraits. Both the 
likenesses of Lamb, here mentioned, have been since engraved. 
The one hy Hazlitt "in a queer dress" represents Lamb in a 
nondesciipt costume, with a ruff. 

Lrttkii CCCXV (p. lW).—Tke tijid "kniUer in the sun/" 
Lamb is thinking of the line in Tvxl/ih A'ight — 

"The spinsters and the knitten in the sun." 

A Sijovx. So Lamb wrote, and French was not his strong 

taint. The Bijou Tar 1828, published by I'ickertng, was edited 
y W. Fraser, afterwards editor of the Foreigii Quarterly 
lievieui. Besidies the Royal conlribii lions referred to in Lamb's 
letter to Barton of 2Bth August 1S27, the B^jou contained one 
of Lamb's ("Fresh clad from Heaven, an angel bright") ; three 
poems of Coleridge's — "Youth and Age," "Work without 
VOL. U. Z 
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Hope," "TTie Two Founta;" and here, moreoTar, was Grat 
priDted Blanco White's immortal sonnet, beginning " Mysteri- 
ous Might 1" 

Letter CCCXVIII (p. 1^2).— Your Jcclcvmc prcxnt Th* 
Widow's Tale, and Other Poems, by Bernard Barton, 1S27, 
The author prefixea a note to the "Widow's Tale," stating 
that the inciileata are taken Trom the painful but inCereiitiug 
"Account of tlie loss of fire Wesleyan niisaionariea and others 
in the Maria mail-boat off the IsJaud of Autigoa, hj Mrs. 
Jones, the only aurriror on that mournful occasion." A 
wooilcut on the title-page, representing three shipwrecked 
travellers in extrcmia on a raft at sea, is, as Lamb remarks, 
"a rueful iiymvn mi/riis." All the jioema or pasaagea inJi- 
Cateil by Lamb with approval are giien in the memorial 
volume on Barton aheady referred to. The " third stanza, at 
p. 108," that made Lamb long to see Van Balen, was from & 
poem describinK a picture b; that artist, representing some 
angel children leading np a lamb to the infant Saviour in His 
mother's lap. The stanza, containing a simile that Lamb 
thought exquisite, may well he quoted bare. It is from the 
"Graudsire's Tale," in whieh the old man relates the early 
death oC his grandchild : — 

" Though some might deem her pensive, if not sad, 
Yet those that knew her betl«r, best could tell 
Bow calmly bappy, and how nie^ly glad 

Her qniet heart in ita own depths did dwell : 
Like to the waters of some crystal well. 

In which the stars of heaven at noon are seen, 
Fancy might deem on lier young spirit fell 
Glimpses of light more gtorions and serene 
Than that of life's brief day, so heavenly was her mien." 
An ariitt who painted me lately. Henry Meyer, referred to 
in the Utt«r to Leigb Hunt uf November 1827. 



CHAPTER VL 
1828-1834. 

LsTTER CCCXX (p. n6).^SuiU'> Lord B. Leigh Hant'a 
Lord Byron ajid Some of kia CoitlemporarUs, etc. etc 1828. 

HaxlM's epeeulalive episodes. In his Life o^ NapoUon 
Buonaparte, four volumes. 1828. 

J'he " Compaitioii." One of Leigh Hont'a numerons ventures 
of tho purioilical sort. It began in January 9, and was dis- 
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continned on July 23, of this year 18S8. A cUnee at the list 
of coateots in Mr. Aleiander Iretaiid'a thIusdIs Bibliography 
supports Lamb's complaint that there was too nsnch in it of 
Madame Pasta. One article in tbe Ctnipaiiioa was "Walks 
home by night in had weather — Watchmen." 

One Clarke a ackoolmaaler. The father of Cowden Clarke, 
the Rev. John Clarke, was a schoolmaster at Enfield. Keats, it 
will be remembFred, viaa one of hin pnpila. 

Bolmes. Edward Holmes, author of the Life of Motari and 
other musical works, was also at Mr. Clarke's achooL He con* 
tributed at this time articlea on musical subjecte to the Allot ■ 
newspaper. 

Vidx/ria. Wary Victoria Novello, afterwards Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke. The Novellos lived for a while at ShacklewcH Orcen, 
near Dalston. Cowden Chirke, it should lie added, was in 
early life a teacher in his father's school, which explains Ijinib's 
allusion to the "achool master teit hand." 

ThurUll. Not the murderer, but his brother Thomas, who 
kept the Cock Tavern in the HaymarkeC. 



Certain v. .„._., 

if not used, were promised to Thomas Hood, who was editing 
another annual called the Gem, 

Lbttbb CCCXXtll (p. 199).— tfif/ord tdU yoa of N.'* 
Joofc. Lamb apparently refers to Williani Hazlitt's Sjtirit of 
the Age; or, VantanporaTy ForlraiU, published in 1B26, in 
which his own was one of the Portraits sketched. See Letter 
to Bernard Barton of February 10. 182fi. 

The author of " Mag you like il f" The Rev. C, B. Tayler, 
the vicar of Hadleigh, Suffolk, Barton's neighbour and friend. 

Letter CCCXXV (p. 200).~Moxon was at this time with 
Mr. Hurst, the publisher, in St. Paul's Churchyard. 

Poor John Sa/U's Second, on occanou of the duel with Lock- 
hart in 1621, ill which Scott was killed. 

Lbtteb CCCXXVII (p. 201). — In 1828 a project was 
formed for erecting a monument to Thomas Clarkson, on the 
hill above Wade's Mill on the Buutingfoid Road, in Hertford- 
shire, this being the spot wliere the resolution of devoting 
his life to the abolition of tho Slave Trade first took possession 
of him. This was in Clarkaon's lifetime, for he survived lilt 
1846. The scheme was abatidonad for the time, but has 
been revived and carried out within the last few years. 

Upon a hiUoek at Forty Hill. Forty HUl is a district of 
Enfield. 
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LbtTBR CCCXXVIII (p. 202). — r<nir Chairing the Memher. 
One of two picture* tbat Uaydon had just painted, the subjcscU 
taken from certain frolica that he had witnessed when in the 
King's Bench Prisou. The other was "The tlock Election," 
piiroliased for five huiidrei] f^ineaa by King George IV. " Chair- 
ing the Member" was exhibited by Hayiton, with other of bis 
Eicturea, in Au^ut of this year, at the Western Bazaar in Bond 
treet. " Besides the new jiictare, the Exhibition included 
'Solomon,' 'Christ's Entry into Jerusalem,' and the drawings 
for the two prison pictures. 'The Moclc Election' was not there, 
Ba it had before this been removed to Windsor." {Tvm Taylor* 
Ltfi of B. R. Haydmi.) 

Letter CCCXXIX (p. 203).— The tdition de Luxe here 
spoken of as in prepamtion was publisbed in 1830, with a 
Prefatory Memoir of Banyan bj Southay. It waa illustrated 
bv Barton's friend, John Maitin. Macaulay'a review of this 

nnlitnei 
tol^m 

The Oem. The Oem for 1826 was edited by Thomas Hood. 
In the volume for that year appeared Lamb's verses "On an 
infant dyinj; as soon as "bom," written at the req^uest of Mra. 
Hood, ou the death of her infant child. 

Letter CCCXXX {p. 205). — IFhen you lurttd at the 
Qreyhouiid. Couden Clarke and his bride spent their quiet 
honeymoon at the Inn at Enfield, as Mrs. Cowden Clarke tells 
ua. They were mariied on the {>th of July of this year. 

Letter CCCXXXI (p. 206).— The "Epithalamium" referred 
to in the former letter was, on second thoughts, despatched to 
Vincent Novello. Mrs. Cowden Clarke, who first piintcd this 
parody upon the school of Dryden in the Qenilanaiia Magaxine 
for December 1873, dwells with juKt appreuiation upon the 
admirable fooling of tbo entire letter. 

Letter CCCXXXII (p. 209).— Laman BIsnchard published 
this year a little volume of Poems, Lyrie 0£ering>, dedicated 
to Lamb. 

Lettrh CCCXXXIII (p. 210).— Barton had sent Lamb his 
ktest volnme, A A'ew Year'a Eve, and other Poerm. (London, 
1826.) It was dedicated "to Charles Riclisrd Samner, Bishop 
of Winchester, In memorial of bis courtesy and kindness," and 
had for frontis] ' " .■ i ■,.... - 

Christ walking 
refers to certain 
letter to Dartuii. 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



NOTES. 341 

and the Streamlet," U perhaps as charming a ]yric as Barton 
«Ter wrote, It contains the stanza about th« atrenmlet, wliicli 
iras a favourite with that admirable judge, Kdward Fitz- 

'* More gdil; now it sneeps 
B; the small schoolhoase, <d the aanshiue laight ; 

And o'er the pebblea Ivapi 
Like happj hearts by holiday made light." 

The fnll title of the "Lady Euseell" poem was, "Lady Bachol 
Basset) : or, a Roman Hero and an English Heroine compared. " 
The "sUnjaato 'Chalon'" were "On a Portrait by A, E. Chalon, 
£.A."' — the portrait being one of Clarkson, tlie Abolitionist. 

Ai 8h saya of Beligion. It is hardly necessary to point 

ont that the allusion is to Hamlet's— 

" And fair Religion mate 
A Tiiapsody of wonls." 

ImiUK like Ou "Heron." "Syr Heron. Inscribed to my 
ingenious friend, John Major, on receiving from him a seal 
bearing the impress of that bird," 

" Flndyer." "To Sir Samuel Fludyer, on the devastation 
effected on his Msrine Villa at Felixstowe by the encroachments 
of the Sea." The answer to the enigma is clearly, as Mi's. 
Fitzgerald hat pointed out to ihe, an auUiaiuer't hammer. 

Letter CCCXXXV (p. 213).— An ProcUr had tried a practi- 
cal joke upon Lamb, the latter seems to have thought it a good 
opportunity to return the compliment, tn the details that 
follow, coneeruing the case that "fietted him to deoth," the 
element of truth was that John Lamb had, shortly beFore his 
death, married a widow, who hod a man'ied daugliter, Elizabeth 
Dowden. This, I have ascertained, was a (act. Lamb, as his 
brother's executor, had some trouble in administering the estate ; 
but the elaborate and impossible farrago of details here built 
upon tbe siniple foundation is, of course, the wildest nonsense. 
The serious refervnce to tbe 170th chapter ot "Fearne's Con- 
tingent Kemainders " (a classic work, divided, I believe, into 
soma dozen or fifteen chapters) is delightfully conceived. 
Talfourd adds that the alleged coolness between I^mb and 
his legal frienila was part of the fiction. 

AfetB Una of verse for a yoang /rieiuTi iMum. It was for 
Emma Isola's album that the reraes were asked. 

Barry C is Barry Cornwall, Mr. Procter's poetical 

"Alias." 
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sion, and restored one or two chataoteristic gontences hitherto 

Tfie anCi-Capulcls. The Montagus (Baail Montaga and bU 
wife). 

iliss HoUroft. LouiB.t Holcroft, daushter of the dramatist, 
married Mr. Badamo, Carlyle'a friend. See Carlyle's St- 



e to be a slang word used hjr 
the f;ang for a " sabject to be ninrdercd." 

A aoniut of mint. "The Oipay's Malison." See the next 
letter to Procter, in which the sonnet ib ^ven. 

'Twat wrUtmfor (Ac Oem. Edited this year by Hood. 

Theg published the " Widow " instead. Tlie " Widow "' was 
a short ess^, acconi|)anyinK a steel engraving of a sentimenlal 
picture ^y. Leslie, of a kind common in annuiits and keepsakes, 
be:tring the same title. Hood nTote this paper in imitation of 
Iamb's style, and hohlly ap]>ended to it the signature, "C. 
Limb." The imitation la only tolerably succeaslnl. It opens 

A WIDOW 

hitb always been a mark for mockery — a slandhig butt for wit to 
level at. Jeat after jest bnth been huddled ujion her close cap, 
and stuck, like burrs, upon her weeds. Her ssUes are a perpetual 
"Black Joke." 

Satirists — prose and verse — have made merr; with her bereavs- 
ments. She is a stock chsractor on the staga Farce bottleth up 
her crocodile tears, or lalwlleth her empty lacbrymatorles. Comedy 
mocketh her precocious flirtations, and twitteth her with " the 
funeral laked meats coldly fumiahing forth the marriagB tables." 

1 confess, when I called the other day on roy kinswoman Q. — 
then in the second week of her widowhood — and saw her sitting, 
her young boy by her side, in her recent sables, I felt unable to 
reconcile ber estate with any vi<<ible associations. The lady with 
a skeleton moiety— in the old print in Bowles's old shop-window — 
seemed but a type of her condition, etc. etc. 

Letteu CCCXXXVII (p. 217).— The note which Lamb wrote 
to Hood, on discovering in the Qcm the practical joke referred 
to in the preceding letter. He indicates the temporary eiclian^ 



his sister is always desciibed in the Eaaaya of Eiia. 
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Abaelor, w may coDclude, is the Latia equivalent for sheep- 
stealer given iu Ainawortli'a DictiaiiaTy. 

Lettbr CCCXXXIX (]i. 219).— Mr. Procter was a solicitor, 
"incipient," bnt not precisely a "conveyancer." 

thoK above the Painter. James Barry, tlie historical painter. 

Giraldwi Cambrtnais, the historian, othcrvcisa known as 
Giraldua de Barri. 

Thy moat ingeniaas and golden eadtnces. Tha verses that 
Procter had sent for Emma leola'a album, in reply to Lamb'a 
invitation. They turned upon tiie coincidence of the yonng 
lady'a name nith that of the lovely island in the Lago Maggiore, 
ao well known to all sojourners at Baveua The lines ended — 
" Isola Bella, whom all poets love t" 

The "faireat hamls in Cambridge" were Emma Isola'a, who 
had many friends in the University town. 31ie was then pre- 
paring to accept a situation aa governess in the family of Mr. 
Williams, Rector of Fombam, near Bury St. Edniumls. 

UHsphinx IhU riddle for me. It is perhaps impertinent to 
point out that the flippant allusions that follow are to the dia- 
Rstroua family history of one who had dealings with a notable 
propoander of riddlea. 

Lettee CCCXL (p. 220),—! append a translation :— 

"Moat eloquent Poet 1 although epithets of that sort, I am 
well aware, apply to orators rather than poets — for all that, 
most eloquent ! 

"There has been now for soma time staying with us iq the 
Enfield coniitry a future attorney, the most illuHtrions Martin 
Bumey, who ia taking his holiday — escaped, for a while, from 
business ao called, and an olltce without clients. He begs and 
implores you (Martin doee, I mean], if by blessed fortune a 
taray client should turn up in his absence, that you will let 
him know by letter addressed hero. Do you understand! of 
oueht I to write in a tongue so burbarona as Eliiglish to yon, 
prmceofBdiolars! "C. Lamb. 

" If an estate in freehold ia granted to a ^ndfather, and if 
in the same deed it is granted mediately or immediately to tha 
heir or heira of the hody of the said grandfather, these last 
are worda of Limitation, not Perquisition. This ia my ruling." 

The poatscri])t to this letter is supplementary to the legal 
fiction elaborate in Che previous letter of 19th January. 

LETTBit CCCXLI (p. 221).—Mlrea. D'Urfe's famous 
Pastoral Romance. 

TnconsUint, yet fair. This sentence and the following sum 
op, vfith exquisite skill, the euphuiatic style of Sidney's Arcadia. 
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Cowden, icUk the Tuft. A description formed from an»lof[y 
with the hero of tbe fairy tale, itiquet vAth the Tuft. Mr. 
Clarke, as hia wife iuforms us, had a bald head fringed with 
rather Jemonatrative tufts of hair, 

Leitbr CCCXLII (p. 221).— Talfourd telU us that Crabb 
Kobiiison sent Lamb a copy of Pamela, under a mistaken belief 
that he had borrowed a previous copy and not retamed it. 

Lettbr CCCXLIII (p, 229).— i>arfey'» very poetical poem. 
Sylvia : or, the May Qaeen, 1827. 

" Ckruimas." By Eilward Moxon. 

FieMa Apptndix. "Geographical Memoirs on New Sonth 
Wales, by various hands," etc. etc. Edited by Barron Fieli], 
Esq., F.L.S., 182S. In the Appendii is printed "First Fruits 
of Australian Poetry," originally printed privately in New South 
Wales. Sea Lamb's notice of these poems, Mra. LeicetUr't 
Sthool, etc., p. 235. 

I have virU in the old Hamltt. A reprint of the Erst quarto 
(1603) of Hamlet, then lately discovered. 

The copy thus sent was retained by Barton, in accordance 
with the permission given in this letter, and is now, through 
the kindness of Mrs. Edward Fitzgerald, in the Editor's 
collection. On the fly-leaf, in Lamb's handwriting, is the 
inscription ; — "Present thia to Mr. Mitford in my naine, if he 
has not got it — C. L." 

By being "woefully below' our editions of it," Lamb means, of 
course, that the quarto of 1603 is but a first sketch, unless it bo 
an unauthorised and garbled version of the play as ws know it. 

Letter CCCXLV (p. 924). — 1^ report of thy tfrrmcTttt. 
Crabb Robinson, in his Diary, quotes a letter of bis own to 
Wordsworth of 22d April, describing this attack : — " Went to 
bed at two, and in the morning found my left knee as crooked 
as the politics of tbe Ministiy are, by the anti-Catholics, repre- 
sented to be. After usinK leeches, poultices, etc., fur thi-ee 
weeks, I went down to Brighton, and again, in a most unchris- 
tian spirit, put myself under the handa of the Mahomedan 
Mahomet— was atewed in his vapour-baths, and shampooed 
uudeT his pagan paws." 

LrrTBR CCCXLVI {p. 226).— This, and a aubsequent letter 
of 15ih November, are on the subject of llr. Walter Wilson's 
Life and Titnes of De Foe, then in preparation. The ode here 
referred to is Lamb's "Ode to the Treadmill," written in 
imitation of Do Foe's "Ode to the I'illoij." See Poems, Playi, 
and &3ay>, p. 113. 

Lbtteb CCCXLVIII (p. 227).— Our young/riend Emma. 
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Emma Tsola, who was at this time governess to tlie Williamaea 
D.t Fornham. 

His namt waa Dibdin. The Toung man. Lamb's letters to 
whom I hnvB now first prinled. He returned from Matiei™, ns 
Lamb relates, and died of Ilia "long disease " on May 11, 1S2S. 

Southey'a Dialogue). Sir Thomas Mure : or, Cotloqaiia on the 
Frograa and Prospects of Society. 1829. 

In acknowledgtiunt of a aoHtuI I scnl him. See the sonnet, 
"To Samuel Rogen, Esq.," Poems, Plays, and Essays, p. lOH. 

Letter CCCXLIX (p. 22S).— Your kind inquisitive Eliia. 
Eliza Barton. Bernard ttarton'a sistei'. 

An old reeded faret of mine. Tht PaKnbrokeT's Daughter. 

Letter CCCL (p. S30).— Talfonrd assigns this note to the 
year 1829 or thereabout. There being no decisive evldeDce to 
the contrarv, I have retained it in this plaee, bat I strongly 
Buspeet it belongs to a mui^h earlier pt-riml^aa early (iu fact) 
as 1B19. For Coleridee's sonnet referred to, ■'Fanoy in Nu- 
bibus; or tlie Poet in the Cloiida," was first printed in 
Blaekwood^s Magazine in November 1319, and this copy was 
apparently sent to Lamb in manuscript and before publication. 
For the lietter eDJoyment of this humorous letter I make Do 
apolt^ for reprinting the poem : — 

" t it is pleasant, with a heart at ease. 

Just after sunset, or by moonllgfat skies, 
To make the shitting donda be what you please. 

Or let the easily persuaded eyes 
Own each quaint likeness issuing from the mould 

Of a frieuil's fancy ; or with bead bent low 
And cheek asiaut see rivers flow of gold 

'Twiit crimson banks ; and then a traveller, go 
From mount to monnt through Clourtlanrt, gorgeous land 1 

Or, listening to the tide, with closid sight, 
. Be that blind bard, who on the Chian strand. 

By those deep sounds possessed with inward light, 
- Beheld the Iliad and the Odysses 

Kise to the swelling of the voicefnl sea." 



note: "The child who bore the name so honoured by his 
parents survived his godfather only a year, dying at Brigliton, 
whither he had been taken in tlie vain hope of restoration, on 
the 3d of December IS3G." 

Lbttbb CCCLIU (p. 232).— /in hmett ixntpk our neighbours. 
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A Hr. and Mrs. Thamns Weatiraad. Mr. Westwood wos a 
retired tradeaman, and agout to tUe Phanix Asanrance Office. 

Lbttbe CCCLV (p. 234). — Wilson'a wort ou De Foe was 
just published. Lamb had contributed to it Ills " Estimate of 
De Foe's Secondarr Novels." See Mra. Lcicfita-'s School, etc., 
p. 304. Lamb had written a letter to Wilson seveu years (not 
tiftcen) before, containing some remarks apon these novels, which 
Wilson also makes use of in his work on De Foe. Much of' 
what he wrote in the friendly letter naturally reappeared in th» 
more formal Essay. Hence Lanib'a all irsiou to the " two papeia " 
puzzling the reader, "beitigsoakin." Ha zlitt reviewed Wilson's 
Li/e and Timet of De Foe in the Edlabargh of January 1E30. 

LErrEtt CCCLVI (p, 236).— TAc axuTsiimiaia. Mr. West- 
wood, Lamb's landlord, had driven Mary Lamb over to High- 
gate to see the Gillmans and Coleriage. The note that followa 
this would appear to refer to a later excursion, conducted by 
the same "Son of Nim^hi." But Lamb's habit of not dating 
letters confuses matters sadly. 



Lettkr CCCLX (p. 241).— Wordsworth's letter to Lamb, 
to whiuh this is the reply, is given in Biahap Wordsworth's 
Memoiia of the Poet (ii. 223). It bears date 10th Jannnry of this 
year, and begins : " A whole twtlvemonth have 1 been a letter 
in your debt, for which fault I have been aulficiently pnniahed 
by selr-repi'oach." The letter tells of the dangerona illness of 
Dorothy Wordsworth, and of Woi-dsworth'a own Weakened 
eyesight. 

Itenry Crabb is Henry Crabb Robinson. 

Can I cram Uvea taough U> yoa all in tkia liUU 01 Thoso 
who know their Shakespeare will tuke the allusion to a line in 
the Chorus to Henry V. 

LuTTBR CCCLX 1 {p. m).—TofiimiAA. C. viUh the Krap. 
X. C. ia Allan Cunnioghnm, who was preparing his Lives ofOit 
Painltra, and wanted that portion of Lamb's letter to Barton 
of May IS, 1824, which referred to William Btake. The letter 
iras sent to Cunningham, in accordance with the permiosion 
here given, but ihe "scrap" mas apiarently crowded out, 
for it did not appear in the hi'St edition of Cunningham's work 
in the Family Librar}'. It was, however, preserved among the 
Canniiigham papers, and is given in the lateat edition of the 
work in Hohn's Series. 

T/ial Joieph Paice. See Lamb's Elia Essay, " Modem Gallan- 
tly-." In the AUieTuatm for the year 1841 (pp. S6S and 387}, 
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Lkttkr CCCLXll (p. 217}.— PoffT £jiima. Miss laola waa 
now living as goTernes* in the family of Mr, WiUisioa, Iho 
Rector of Fornham, All Saints, near Bury St. Edmunda. 

Your hopes about Diek Norria. Kichani Norria, the son of 
Lamb's old fiiend. Bandal Norria, Sub-Treaaurer of the Inner 
Temple. Mrs. Hazlitt bad uoLiced tliat a KIt. Xoms uaa 
Traaanrer of the Iim this year, and had too hastily intenyd that 
young Norm liad succeeded to 1iis late father's post. - 

Lbtteb CCCLXIIl (p. 248).— Tho Kev. James Gillnian waa 
the son of Mr. Gillmnn of Highgate. Lamb's inforniation 
eanc«ruing tbo Norwich people is, of course, what would in his 
day have been called "raillery," and in our day "ihatr." 
Who Mr. Baltin was, I know not. Talfourd assumes that this 
letter was to the elder Gillnian, but the allusion to his oorre- 
spondent haviiia something "professionally" to say to the 
Kevelations in Gi'eek, seems to point to his being in boly 
orders. The friends in Spitallields are, I presume, the weavera. 

Letter CCCLXIV (p. 2iff).—Fhillip> {not the Colontl). 
"Edward Phillips, Esq., Secretary to tha Right Hon. Charles 
Abbott, Speaker of the HoHse of Commons. The ' Colonel ' 
alluded to was the Lieutenant of Marines who accompanied 
Captain Cook on his last voyage, and on shore with that great 
man when he fell a victim Ui his hutnaiiity " (Talfourd). 

Mra. B 'a. Obviously Mrs. Burney. An ingenious 

editor of Liinib's Letters has filled up the blank with Mrs. 
BatOe'e name ! John Murray had proposed to Lamb to publish 
a supplementary volume of specimens from the old dramatists. 

Lettbb CCCLXV (p. 251).— This letter was written after 
Lamb's return to London from a visit to the Willinmses at 
Fornham. He had taken Miss Isola, now convalescent after 
a severe attack of brain fever, back with him to Enfield. Two 
of the acrostics that Lamb wrote for the amusement of Mra. 
Williams and her family were afterwards inchided by Lamb 
in bis Albiim Verses, published this year. They will be found 
in Poems, Flaya, and Eesays, p. 108. One is an acrostic 
epitaph on Mrs. Williams, her namo being Giace Joanna 
Williama ; the other on ber youngest daughter, LouIeui Clare. 

Lrttee CCCLXVI {p. 252).- Mrs. Williams seems also to 
have been fond of writing acrostics, and had composed one on 
Marv Ijimh. 

She blames my last wrsts. This acrostic I now print for 
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a his next Tolnme 

" Oo tittle Poem, aod present 

Eespeutfnl terms of compliment ; 

A gentle lady bids thee speak t 

Couiicons is she, tho' thou be weak — 

Evoke from Uearen a« tbick as maniia 
" Soy after joy od Orace Joanna : 

Ou FomLam'i Glebe and Pasture land 

A bleiaing pray. Long, long may stand, 

Not touched by Time, the Rectory blithe ; 

No grudging cbarl dispute bis Titba ; 

At Easier be the offeringa due 
' ' With cheerful spirit paid ; each pew 

Id decent order filled : do noise 

I«ud inleryene to drown the voice, 

Leamiag, or ivtedom of Che Teacher ; 

Impressive be tbe Sacred Preacher, 

And strict his notes on holy paj^ ; 

May yonng and old from age to age 

Salnte, BDd still point out, 'The good man's Parsonage 1'" 

Lctter CCCLXVII(p. Zh3).— My friend Honf. Hone waa 
at this time established by the help of friends in the GrowAopper 
ColTee Honse in Gracecburch Street. 

An tpigTam I did for a ichoolboy. This schoolboy waa the 
present Archdeacon Hesaej, who has lately published in the 
Taylorian (a periodical supported b/ the Merchant Tajlora' 
Ikivb) an accannt of his father taking him to see Lamb at 
Colebroolc Cottage jnl82S. See note on p. 402ofib#rru, Flaya, 
and Es»ay3. Archdeacon Hessey informs us that the subject of 
the epigrani wae suggested by "the grim aatiafactioD which 
had recently been expressed by the public at the capture atid 
execution of Bcveral notorious litghwaymen." 

LnTER CCCLXVIII (p. 255).— fiDjers's handtonu hehavitntr 
to you. Tlie jioet had advanced Moxon £600 wherewith to set 
up in business as publisher. Moxon had published more tbaii 
one volume of veise, including a book of sonnets of his own. 

Letteh CCCLXIX (p. 255).— This delightful letter waa first 
printed in the AlhtnccKin a few years since, and is here given by 
tbe kind permis.sion of tbe editor. Lamb adopts Procter's con- 
ceit of the island in Maggiore. 
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hu rcrsea on the Eminent Composers. In a letter to Ayrton, 
quoted in my note on the versos {Poems, Plays, and Essays, p. 
338), Lamb ropresenU them as having been written at the 
request of Novello, who had doaired Lamb "to give him my 
real opiuioii respecting the distinct grades of eiuellenee in all 
the eminent composers of the Italian, German, and English 
ecboola." I am al'raiil we cannot absolve Lamb from the charge 
of fibbing in one or other of these statements. Martin Bumey, 
who was originally a solicitor, had been lately called to the Bar. 
The step dill not prove a success. 

LrtTER CCCLXXIII (p. 280).— There had been a anggestion 
that William Hszlttt's son, who was endowed with a iino voice, 
should adopt music as a profession. Ayrton, as a well-known 
authority on music, and impresario, would be naturally resorted 
to for counsel. 

Lbtteb CCCLXXIV (p. 260).— The scheme for establishing 
Hone in a coffee-house business haii been carried into elTect, and 
Lamb, with characteristic helpfulness, arranges to have his 
newspaper at second-hand from the establishment in Grace- 
chnrch Street. 

Lbittk CCCLXXV (p. 261). —Lamb had Just published, 
with Moxon, his Album Verses. The tmnslations referred to 
are those from the Latin of Vincent Bourne. 

Letter CCCLXXVII (p. 28-2).- The little volume of Album 
Verses was ratlier rudelyhandled by the I'eviewers, notably by 
the Literary Baaelle. This review, Talfourd tells us, "pro- 
duced some verses from Sonthejr," wliich were inserted in the 
Tim^, and of which the foUowmg, as evincing his unchanged 
Mendship, may not unfitly be inserted here ; — 

" Charles Lamb I to those who hnow thee justly dear 

For rarest genius, and for sterting worth. 
Unchanging friendship, warmth of heart sincere, 

And wit that never gave an ill thought birth. 
Nor ever in its sport infixed a eting i 

To us who have admired and loved thee long, 
It Is a prond as well as pleasant thli^ 

To hear thy good report, now borne along 
Upon the honest breath nf public pruse : 

We know that with the elder sons of aong. 
In honouring whom thou hast delighted still, 

Thy name shall keep its course to after days." 

There were some further lines, very severe upon Lamb's recent 
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Lbttbr CCCLXXVIII {p. 268).— These lines were written, 
Mrs. Cowdeu Clarke tells lis, "at the request of Vincent Novello, 
ill memory of four sons and two daugliters of John nad Ann 
EiRB, of york. All six, respeetivdy aged IS, 18, 17, Ifi, 7, 
and &, were droirned nt once by their boat being run down on 
the river Ouae, near York, August 19, 1830." 

Lrttkb CCCIKXIX (p. 263).— This note has been hitherto 

C' leed out of its ordur. After tlieir two mouth's stay in London, 
mb had to take his sister bar.k to Enfield. Soutliey came to 
London on a visit to John Rickman, at the House of Commous, 
OD the 1st of November. 

Lbtter CCCLXXXI (p. 266).— From a later letter to Moion 
we gain furtlier particulars of George Dyer and his sensitive 
conscience. As far hack aa the end of the preceding century 
Dyer had written a conplet in his poem ■' The Toet's Fate,'' 
in which occurred some slighting mention of Rogers. A Mr, 
Barker, in his Parriana, had recently quoted and bo nrived 
the nnrortunate couplet — hence Dyer's apprehensions. 

Oreal Eratmiaru. Two forms at Christ's Hospital wera 
nicknamed "Great Ernsinus" and "Littlo Erasmus." after a 
certain pious Irenefactor to the achool, tinmed Erasmus Smitli. 
Grecian and Deputy-Grecian nra also well-known gradea of dia- 
tiuctioD in the nomenclature of Christ's Hospital. 

Litter CCCIXXXIII (p. 269). — "Good man 1 — I hava 
received your most friendly letter, and it occurreil to me aa I 
was about to answer it that the Latin Tongue has seldom or 
never been exchanged by us, aa a medium for corrcapanding or 
speaking. Your letters, replete with Plinian elegancies (ratbel 
more than ia seemly in a Quaker), are so remote from the lan- 
guage of Pliny that you Uo not appear to have a single word fa 
Roman word, of course, I mean) to 'throw to a dog,' an the 
saying is. Possibly a long disuse ot writing Latin ha? driven 
you to the use of your vernacular tongue unnecessarily. I 
have resolved, therefore, to recall you to the recovery of your 
lost Latinity by means of certain familiar and geneially well- 
known proverba ; — 

" ' The cat's in the cupboard, and she can't see,' 

" 'All that glitters is not gold." 

" ' Put a beggar on horseback and he will ride to the Devil.' 

" '" a thief to catch a thief.' 
quite contrary, b 
_ ig of weightier themes !- 

" 'Tom, Tom, of lalington, married a wife on Sunilay. He 
brought her home on Monday ; Bought a atiok on Tuesday ; 
Beat her well on Wednesday ; Sick was ahe on Thursday ; Dead 
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vas she on Friday ; Glad vaa Tom on Satarday night, to bury 
his wife on Sunday.' 

'"Little Jack Horner sat in a corner,' etc etc etc. 
" ' Diddle, diddle, diimkiQa t my son John 
Went to bed with his breccliea on ; 
One sboe off and tbe other shoe on, 
Diddle, diddle,' etc. (Da Capo.) 
" ' Here am I, jnmping Joan ; 

When no one is by, I'm here alone. ' 
" Solve tne this Riddle, and yon nill be an (Edipua. Why 
is a horse like a Quaker! Because his whole cominnnii*atiou is 
b^ 'Hay and Neigh,' in accordance with the Scriptural injunc- 
tion ('Yea and Nay"), 

"With these trifles I get through the precious day, while 
Hatching by the sick-bed of our more piecious Emma, who has 
been at home with us ill, now for a long time. Mary ioins me 
in best greetings ; she is quite well. Elia.' 

" Given at Entield on one or other of the calends oF April. 
' I am Davus, not ' — almanack maker 1 

"P.i^.— The Kefona Bill ia thrown out for good," 

Letter CCCLXXXIT (p. 270}.— I append a free translation 
of the letter : — 

"Enfield, May 6, 1831. 

" My good sister is sitting by me, turning the leares of th^ 
Eurijiides, jour present, dearest Gary, for which we thank you, 
and mean to read it a^nin and again. The book is doubly 
acceptable to us both, as the sacred work of the ' Priest of Com- 
jiasaion,' and aa the gift of one, bjinsalf a Priest of the most 
humane Beligion in tbe world. 

"Wheu in tears, we shall be on the eve of joy : there are 
times when sorrow becomes gladness ; laughter is not always 
sweet ; we must sometimes exchange He t He I He I for Hcu ! 
Heu I Heu I That the Tragic Muse is not wholly repugnant to 
me, witness this Song of Disaster, originally written by some 
unknown author iu the Vernacular, but lately luriiud by Die 
into Latin — I mean, 'Tom of Islington.' Do you take I .... 
And finally Tom is filled with joy that oa the following day 
(Sand.iy, to wit) his spouse must be carried out to burial. Lo I 
a domestic Iliad I A cycle of calamity I A seveu- days' 
Tragedy I 

"Go now and compare your vaunted .SuTTfiifM with griefs 
like these t Such a death of wives as this 1 Where is your 
Alcestis now t yonr Hecuba ! your other Dolorous Heroines erf 
BOtiqaityl 
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' ' M7 clieoks are bathed in tears as I muse npon tbfse 
Irtigedies ! What remaina but to ^;re«t j'ou and your own dear 
spouse, and to wish you aa good health aa we ourselves are 
enjoying. Eli A." 

Lettbr CCCLXXXV (p. 271).— Although the date of this 
letter has l)een hitherto given 1831, I am satiaiied that iC 
ahould he 1821. The Ittter is evidently written to Mr. Tnylor, 
thp publisher of the London, at the time Lamb was contribating 
to tbat magazine his Eextya of Elia. In the number for July 
1821, ap[ieared the csaay "Mackery End in Hertfordshire, 
and it is 111 this essay that the slanzu from Wordsworth occurs 
to which reference is obvioualy made :— 

" But thou, that didst appear ao &ir 
To food Imagiaation, 
Dost rival in the light of day 
Her delicate creation I " 
Taylor's proposed improvement of the stanza is sufficiently 
amusing. 

LETTEft CCCLXXXVI (p. 272).— Lamb contribnted to tliB 
Englishiaaa'a Magazine of September 1831 a paper entitled 
" Recollections of a lata lloyal Academician " (see Mrs, LdcaUr'a 
School, etc., p. 307, and notes), TliU was Lamb's first contribu- 
tion to the magazine after Hoxon becHmo its publisher. It 
was arranged tliat Liimb should fumisb miscellaDeous papers 
under the general heading of Peter's Net. 

Janus WealheTaKk. The afterwards notorious Wainwright, 
the forger and poisoner. 

The AViejiacam has been liixaxd. The poem in t|Uestion had 
appeared in Hone's Tear £00!; (1S31) under the date 30th April. 
It was entitled "The Meadows in Spring," and was thus pre- 
faced hy its author, who signed himself "Epailon":— "These 
verses are in the old style ; rather homely in expression ; but I 
honestly profess to stick more to the simplicity of the old 
poets tlian the modems, and to love the philosophical good- 
humour of our old writers more than the sicltly melancholy of . 
the Byronian wits. If my verses be not good, they are good- 
humoured, and that is something." The vei'ses, as Lamb 
points out, were agnin published, as a novelty, in the Athenaum 
of a few months later. Tho editor of the Atkenxtim (.'uly 9, 
183)) appended to them the following note:— "We have ft 
suspicion that we could name the writer ; if so, we are sura 
his name would grace our pages as much as his verses." It 
is Lamb that is here pointed to, and accordingly he now dis- 
owns the authorship. I am glad to be able, on the authoritj 
of my friend Mr. W. Aldis Wright, to clear np the mysteiy. 
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The verses were certunly by the Iste Edward FitzKernld, then 
s. young iQsn of ouly on e-aad -twenty. Mr. Aldis Wright thns 
tells the Btory:— " In the yenr 1873 Edward Fitzgerald told 
a coirespoudent of mine that when he was a lad, or rather mure 
than a lad, he aent some verses to Hone, which were afterwards 
copied into the Aliemxum of the time. These were asciibed to 
Ch«rles Lamb, who wtoto to saj A* did not wiita theni^he 
wished he had." It is obTions that these are the verses referred 
to, signed, with the first letter (£|i9iloD) of Fitzgerald's fiivourite 
signature, £. F. G. The lines, which open thus — 
" Tis ■ dull Bight 
To see the year dying, 
When aiiiumii's last wind 
Sets the yellow wood sighing. 
Sighing, oh sighing." — 
are very beautifal, in the style of the seventeenth centnry poets, 
and we cannot wonder at Lamb envyine the nnknown author. 

The Aiiecdotea of K and of O. D. £. is Elttston, anecdotes 
of whom Lamb had eontiibuted to the ErtglishmoiJCs Magazine 
in the August number, under the heading BltiaUmiana. G. D. 
is, of course, the George Dawe, just before named. 

MoJUgoincTy't "Last Man," Was Lamb confitsing Uont- 
gomery and Campbell, or was he thinking of Montgomery's 
"Common Lot,'' which we know to liave been a favourite 
with him ) 

IbttbbCCCLXXXVUI (p. 273).— Moxon had, JHst resolved 
to abandon his utisuccessfnl rentnre, the EagUshman'a Magiaine. 

Devil't Money. The sum paid by Uoion for Lamb's poetical 
squib, "Satan in Search of a Wife," published this year in a 
thin volume, with illustrations (see Mrs. Leieester'e Sc/iool, etc., 
p. S81). 

Anj/ booi on Christ') Hospital. J. I. Wilson's Hiatory qf 
Chrisff Hospital (1821). Several editions of this book com- 
tained quotations from I^iub and tributes to his genius. Mr. 
" Seagull " was perhaps Itev. John Seager. 

LtriTEB CCCXC (p. 278).— Lamb sends Landor one of his 
volumes, probably the unfortunate Dfcita Weddisg, Landor 
had sent some verses for Emma Isola's album. 

Rose Aylmer. I may lie (lardoiied for quotiii;; once more 
Landor'a lovelv poem. The charnj that Lamb conld not eiplaia 
lies partly perliHps in the sinfrular beauty of the lady's najne, 
and its repetttioti in the second stanza ; — 

" Ah J what avails the eoeptred Raee 

And what the form divine ) 

What every virtue, every gtaee ? 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine I 
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354 unncRS of crarles lahb. 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful ejea 

Mnj weep, but never see, 
A night af memoriea and oS sighs 
I consecrate to thee." 

Separate frngmeiits of this letter are girpc jn Forster's Life 
ef Landor. There vre alao learn that the " meaaurcless B.'s" 
were the rnmlly of Mr. Charloa Bethnm, a tenant of Landor's 
■t Llanthoiiy. He was the brother of Miss Matilda Itetham, 
whose name liss occurred more than once ia Iamb's corre- 
■pondenee. See Forster's IfalUr Savage Landor, a Biography, 
i. 382-386. 

Lcttbr CCCXCII (p. 279). —Mr. Moion had sent Lamb 
hia last two poetical publicationa. A. C. (Allan CaDiiingham) 
]iad blonfjlit out hja Maid of Elcar, and'B. C. (Barry Cornwall) 
a volnme of aongs and ballads. The poems whose titles follow 
are from tbe Ititter volume. " Epistle to What's his Naaie " ia 
I'rooter'a " Epistle to Charles l*iiih on Iiis Retiiement from 
the India House," a teDiler and diacriminating tribute. 

LiTTEB CCCXCIII (p. 280).— Talfourd Lad Just been nude 
a seijcant. Lamb remembered bim, fifteen jeai-s back, when 
he was a " Cliitty-ling," or pupil of Joseph Chitty. 

H. C. £. Henry Crabb Kobinaon, who neier proceeded to 
tbe higher ranks of the advocate's profession. 

Letter CCCXCIT (p. 281).— Moxon was juat about to 

fliblish the Last Eiaays of Elia in a Tolume; The ' ' Friend's 
reface"i9 the well-known preface written by La nib himself, 
but purpoiting to be by "a fiiend of the late Elia." 

LBTTEit CCCXCV (p. 281).— William Hone, in hU latter 
Tears, reverted to the religious and dissenting associations of 
hia youth, and became an occasional and very earnest preacher. 
Lamb playfully adapts his style to his friend's new vocation. 
The verses of Lamb s, which he inqaires for, wUl be found in 
Hone's Year Book (jto( his Table Book), March 19, 1831. They 
are headed "To C. Aders, Esq., on his Collection of Paintiugs 
by the old Gorman Mastera." The lines are, to say the truth, 
not very good. 

Lettek CCCXCVIII (p. 283).— Charles and Mary had just 
made what was destined to be their last change of residence, 
from Enfield to the neighbouring village of Edmonton. They 
now arranged to board and lodge with a Mr. and Mrs. Waiden 
at Bay Cottage, in Church Street The name has been of late 
years changed, in honour of its distinguished occupants, to 
Lamb Cottage. It is witliia a stone's throw of the parish 
church and of Lamb's grave. 
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NOTES. 355 

Lbttbr CCCXCIX (p. 283).— "The Last Esmyi of IClia vera 
just publisliHi in a volume by Moxon. Thev idcludod one 
on the "Barrenness of the ImaginBtivo Faculty in the Pro- 
duotions of Modem Art." The "Ariadne" of Titian in the 
National Gallery is there described and criticised, and it is to 
this tliat Idmb refem in the present letter. The "Popular 
Fallacies" were also reprinted in this volume from tUa Neto 
Mimlhly Magazittt. 

Letter CCCCIII (p. 287).— T 
refar to the lawsuit between Moi 
copyright in the Essays forming the second series of Elia. 

Lbttek CCCCVI (p. 2M).— Edward Moxon was preparing a 
new collection of sonnets, afterwards published in a slender 
oRtaro, dediuatcd to Wordsworth, in 183S, It included several 
inspired by hja "young Bride." Moiou accepted one at 
least of Lamb's correctiona ; for the fifth nonoet, when printed, 
opened tlins — 

" Four days, wild Ocean, on thy tronbled breast 
A wanderer I have been 1" 

KnomU^s play, epilogued by me.—" The Wife." 

Letter CCCCVIl (fi. 2B3).— An early copy of Rocera'a 
volume of poems, with illustrations by Tnmer and Stothard, 
published in 1834, had heen sent to Lamb. 

A sonnrf in the Tima. I have not been able to discover 
whether this poem ever appeared in the journal named. 

Yourariiat. Thomas Stothard. He died within a few months 
of this mention ot him, in April 1834, at the age of seventy- 
nine. The verses, published in the Athtnaujii, beginning — 
" Consummate artist, whose undying name 
With clBsaic Rogers shall go down to fame," 
will be foand in Mrs. Leicester's School, etc., p. 873. 

Poor Henry's. Henry Rogers, brother of the poet. 

CoUridge's happy exemplifiaUi'M. Lamb, after bis custom, 
does not quote the lines correctly, nor does be appear to have 
been aware that they were translated from Schiller — 

" In the Heianieter rises the foiintain'fl silvery column ; 
In the Pentameter aye, falling In melody back." 

Coleridge'a version was first printed in Friendship's Offering, 
lg34. 

Letter CCCCVIII (p. 294}.— This letter is now first printed 
from the original in the possession of B. MscGeorge. Esq., of 
Glasgow. U is worthy of preservation, if only for the beautiful 
thought in the lut Bentence. 
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Lbttbr CCCCIX (p. 295).— Miss Fryer, ofChatteris in 
Cambriilgesbire, was an old Bchaalfellow of Emma Isola. Dover 
Street \>as now tlie home of the Edward Moiods, and waa to 
achieve a deservedly high name in associAtion with poets and 
poetry. 

Lettee CCCCX (p. 296).— Lonisa Martin was an old friend 
of Lamb and his sister. She bore the nickname of "Monkey," 
and some verses addressed to her will be found In Poems, Plans, 
and Essays, p. 163. 

Lbtter CCCCXl (p. 297).— This interesting and touching 
letter is now for the first time printed from the original in Rev. 
C. R. Manning's possession. 

Wright's is, of course, ta«ant for Wright's translation of 
Dante, and i&Mfailhfuln£^ of C. for Gary's. 

LErrER CCCCXII (p. 28S).— Samoel Taylor Col eridse died 
at Mr. Gillmans's, Highgate, on the 25th of July 1631. "Shortly 
after," Talfourd tells us, "assured that his presence irould be 
welcome. Lamb went to Highgate. There lie asked leave to 
see the nurse who had attended upon Coleridge ; and baing 
atrook and affected by the feeling ahe manifestHl towards his 
friend, insisted on her receiving five guineas from him." 

Lbtter CCCCXIII (p. 299). -Mr. Gary had just returned 
trom a tour through Normandy and the South of France. It 
was in the previaus year that he had visited Holland ttnd 
Germany. This note is in answer to an invitation to the 
resumed monthly dinners at the Museum. 

Lbttbr CCCCXIV (p. 300).—" In Deceraher 1834 Mr. Lamb 
received a letter from a gentleman, ■& stranger to him — Mr. 
ChildB of Bungay, whosa copy of Elia had been sent on an 
Oriental vovaeei snil who, in order to replace it, applied to Mr. 
limb." (talfoard.) 

Lkttbe GCCCXV (p. 301).— Mr. Caiy's son, in his Memoir 
of fais fiitlier, docs not print this letter, though he gives other 
letters of Lamb's. Talfourd gives it without any date. It has 
been hitherto assumed to belong to the preceding year, but 
there are reasons why I lliink this unlikely. 

Lbttbr CCCCXVI (p. 303).— "The following notelet is in 
answer to a letter inclosing a list of candidates for a Widow's 
Fund Societv, for wlii.-h he waa entitled to vote, A Mrs. 
South ey headed the inclosed list" (Talfourd.) 

Lbttkii CCCCXVII (p. 303).— The Rev. Henry Gary, in Uia 
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Memoir of his father, al^er quoting Lamb's abort iiot« of ]2th 
September, adds: — "Not many weeks after, Lamb <]ied. He 
had borrowed of my father Pljillips'a Theatrum Foetarum 
AnglicaTiorum, which waa returned by Lamb'.i fiieud, Hr. 
Moxou, with tbe leaf folded doivii at the account of Sir Philip 
Sydney. 

Mr. Cary acknowladgod the receipt of the book by tho 



LINES TO THE MEMORY OF CHARLES LAMB. 
" So ebauld it tie, my gentle fHend ; 
Thy leaf last closed at Sydney's end 
Thou, too, like Sydney, wouldst have given 
The water, thifitting and near heaven ; 
Nay, weie it wine, tllle<i to the brim, 
lliou hadat look'd hard, but given, like him. 

" And art thou mingleil then among 
Those famous sons of ancient song I 
And do they gather round, and praise 
Thy reli>.b of tliiir nobler lays I 
Waxing iu mirtb to heai- thee tell 
Witli what strange mortals tlian djdst dwell I 
At thy quaint sallies more delighted. 
Than any's long among them lighted I 

" Tis done : anil tlrou hast joined a crew 
To whom thy soul waa justly due ; 
And yet, I think, where'er thou be. 
They'll scarcely love thee more than we." 
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U, 162, 333; an HveDlng party with, 
II, ao«; eihibitlOB of pletnre» by, 
11.340. SaLilUn. 

Hayea, Mary, I. llS. 

Bayley, i. SS. 

HuUtt, Rev, WiUilDI, i 242. S« 

Hai^litt, William. I. 21& ; dlaapjKW. 
■nee of, J, iV!, 830 ; and Mlai Stod- 
rf.rt. \ 9is lii.; Life of Holcroft, 
: JnglOh Onmmar, 
f Wordaworth'i JEt- 
; Tilt Spirit 0/ tht 



by, L, i56; a; 



. Sk Ltlleni. 



Hailin. by, 
lailite, Mary 
lazlltt, Mn. 



He'lgEB, Ur,, 1, 293. 

"Helen," by Mary L«mb, i. lU, 

Heiiianm Mn., il. 103, 21d, 
Hend-non John. I, 312 : Monody on, 

by Joseph Cottle, I. 312. 
Bmrv IhtFiflh, Shahtpeare, L 208. 

Boxes', jirobdeaeon, i. 335; II, 230^ 



Do,i,,-c,ih,.Googlc 



Hetty, .not of Ch«rlM Lamb, i, 32. 


Hnnt, John, piiMialter.BctlDn for libel 
aRalnat, 1LB9; pufcliahBt of TAa 


M, B7;daithot,i.71. 


Uetlv, Ctinrles and Muy Lamb's aec- 


Sferalii, 334. 


Tinl. 1. 116, SM. 


Hunt, Leigh, il. 30; TIa Libtral 


H„yiviit-1. Joiin, ii. IM. 


editedby, ii. M, SM;atQ«ioa,il. 


HiekB'H HaU, f. E68. 


119; 128,326, 337. Sa Ullmto 


HUi; ThD,i,M*'ii; ?S0. 


338; iord By™, 6^^180,388. 


Hixalng, Lmnb on, i. S«. 


Hunt, Misa, 1, 2. 


iiiji)r» 1/ (** CoTTupKoni « Cllrii- 


Jivticlknmbi}, a farce, menljuned, i. 


liamg, Prliutle;, 1. 317. 






Hunt, Mr., pnblbdiu-, il. 108, 330. 


HolS^^"'ii'"'»fti^*i^.*" Ml*. 


HntcbinsOB, Mary, aftwwarta Mra. 


Wordaworth. i. 207, 303, 321, 331. 


Baduns, nwriage, IL 216; SIS; 








Bolemtt, Miaa, L 858. 


Hyde,ci«kintheIt;diaHoui»,IL18. 


Holomn. Mis. , L S2S, ZS4. SSS, its, £99. 


HylM, W., i. 279. 


HolcroO, Thomas, l. IM, IM, MS; 




lamb'apon on. i . S*8; death of. i. 2M, 


Isni* Company, The, i. 60. 


H.'SiffrSii;rJiir&'«s„ 


India House, Lamb's lita at, L », 09, 




ot 1, 234 ; r** Bwd w Ruin, f. aas. 


InaiUa: or, Ou Templer. by Charlea 


Holllii([ton Cliurch, Lamb'a aeconnt 
Dt,ii.Sl,B<, Wfl.SM, 


Oilier, il. 100. 334. 


Inner Temple lane, i. 2S0, 252, 2«l. 


Holmea, Edward, 11. 120, m;Li/Ktf 
Jfoairt, by, il. S8fl. 


luaUtutiona, the Baysl ud otbar, 


Ireland! Alemnder, ii. 339. 


Hone, Matilda, IL'sW, 262. 


Ireland, W„ to connection with por- 


^^^"^1^^^- '*'■"'■ 


Irving, Rev. Edwii.i, "Aniiiverairy 


Hone's Xmtt Dnir Book. il. 15!, S32, 


SeSnon ot the London MiaiionaiT 
Society,- ii. 121, m, 327 ; Lamfc 


333 ; Table Book, IL 174, 179, 179, 


m, 251, 83a, see; rear a»l^ li. 


on. IL 126. 120; Mra. Olfphanfa 




/.i;*o/,ii.827. S«tBI«-i 


Hood', Hn., llnea by Iwnb to, on the 


Isola, Bmnia^ L 341 ; ii. 172. 174, 176, 
216; Piockr'a venea to. ii. 220; 


d«.ltanfllerfhild,ii. 337,310. 


Hood, Thomas. luotol, t. 841; at 


227, 228 ; iUn™ of, IL 247 ; 266. 278, 


Hastinga. 11. M; 141; aliptoh by. 


281,261,318,8*8,347,868. 


ii. 146 ■rS'himi o»d Omiiic, ii. Its : 






Jacisok, W., ii. 200. 


829; W*;™ B«d CkMifiH, Swomt 


Jameson and Adets, Measte., f. 878. 


S«rf«, ii. 333, 334 : Plao/O^ltia. 


Jameaun, Robert, li. 82a 



a poem by William Llale BowL 



Hope {(Hoop) Inn 
H"i*ios, BichanI, 



amicson. Dr., L 

■ock^ Iliot 



/(An fPoodvU, L 147, 161, IJO; ii. 28, 
Johnson, Dr., 1. 127, 160; Lifi of 
■■■ " " rred to, L 68; Lica at 



JordaOuMn., i 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



JoMpb, Ur., A.R.A., 11. ST ; portnlt 
ofLsmbbr, ILBW. 



<ictnu<B>rb>nS.), it. 
,"'11.107; 3i5,iSi,iW, 



enner, Hi&, <L M. SaLMm 
enney,Sapliy,11.31S,81T. SaLOItr 
enrlcVs, Or., FiMafi Wtddixg, 



I. The WV'i Bpilogne 



Knoi, far., i. 27, . 
KtMCluikc. Sonne 



L»ke«,'The,i. __.. 

I^nb, ClutlM, nnurki on Bouthey, 

HaitAn,l.ai3aDTiet,"TaMv Stater," 
1. S; Sonnata Kot to Coleridgfi) L 
4, 5i teTtevanea to Hmnilton (oT 
Baogor). Tlioinu Pumell, snd Cov- 
It™, i. 8 ; on Coleridge'B lUligiout 
Mviinga, 1. 9, 14 ; on '' My Peoatye 
Bmn-I't 10; ndvice W ColfridBs on 
the WatiAimn, i, 10; admiration 
for Priestley. L 10 ; on Coleridge's 
Poema. 1. 14; on Bonneta and 
Epitaphs, i-lT ; desire f(>rCo1eridge'a 



anticipated visit to Coleridge, July 
17110. ). 29; )>arD(ly lin» on Cole, 
ridge's "Daotyla." i. 26: prctnrtB 



House, 1. 50; advice to Coleridge, 

second sonnet to Mary Lamb, i. K ; 

from Lloyd, i. CO ; sugg^tiona to 
Coleridge for a poem, i. 00 ; cm 
Oileridse's"IoungAsa"and "Han 



o/Ai. ™ 



, i- 



John Rick. 
WoodvU. i. 
Lloyd, Nov, 



by ¥. Godwii 

to George r>yer, i. 167; proposed 
visit to Manning at Cambrldo:?. i. 
^MissBeiUay, I. 100; visit 

fofLoi 



from Qodwi 
on Coleriiige's 



JIfartnere, 

., Bhangs of 

lodgings, 1. 168 ; at 10 Mitre Court 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



xlwlps pUy 

"The Lonl 
btoColEridgo 



llUoQ 



rongement of Coleriilge'B Poeros, 
1S9: EpttAph Dn Huy Dmit.t^ 
204, SSfi ; visit to th« Me nf WiRh 

i 207'; dlfflcultiui'or compoBitin 



rffl« jwi Shaksjifare, L 2! 
■trecUon of, tor 'Thoinis U 

1- 3B0 ; minre of Mr. H , ■. ^w , 

litetsiT work, leos, I. M\ on 

Build^, 1S0»,'|. 319 ; op the nnt 

Inner Temple Lone. I. SSi ; a.SM- 
dread ot mcTlng, 1, 252 ; diaicaltlei 
nKb dniwtie norii, 1. 2M; on 
atlibi in Siar>A n/ a Wifi. I. 253; 
rUt to WilKun Hulitt, I. Ht, 338 1 
on Otorgfl Wlther'a Pkilanlt, I. 259. 
SAT ; on WordBwcrth^e fiw&n^fm, i. 
!T1; «t HBrr™, i. Kg; on new 
edlHDD of Wordavortli'i Pemt, 1. 
saa, S40; OP Southe/e X«I<Tiat, L 
teOimtCs1ne,LS(Wi ttae"EMayoii 
B0MtF<E,"L31S; "TbeOrandaine" 
ud " Otd FkmllJiT PacH," 1. 320 ; 
Hemoir 0^ Men of Letl«n Serlte, <. 

with C. UOfd It Burton, ilanip^ 
Bhlre, 1707J. S20; poetic rivalry be- 
tween, and Coleridge. I. 321 ; pnb- 
llation of ttetoKund Grag, 171^, 1. 
Sll; FroloKue to Godwin 'Sjfnlanio, 
L S2«: attuhment to Hester Sst- 
ory, i. 3S4 ; Prologue to Coleridge'i 

Street, Covent Ouden, 11. B, 8 ; 
ofllcE nunes. M. 18. 307 : oBlce time. 
r^ulatU 

o'l^MBt prg' .. 

sit of Talma, ii. 



^ia £»fl!Hi, 
Barton^ll. 6 



jice to Bernard 
(cwell'e IliatoTy 



king will, II, 
o Sonthey. i 



qf a Drun^ni, 11, 
Uie If analon Hodss, 
thc's favn, IL 93; 



deitti ot Lord Byron, IL 100; on 
the poetry ot Shelley. 11. 109 : con- 
l«nip!st«l retirement Itani ofllee, 11. 
IM; on quitting official dntlee. 
Mar. 1825, iL 127, 130; on hia office 
Menda II. 128, 180 : contributions 
to tbe London Maotaint, IL 138 ; at 
Bnileld, 11. 188: lllneaa, IL ISO; 
" Popukr FaUacles." II. U2. 143 ; on 
a portrait '••'■■— " " ■" ■"■ 



din nn reading, 
n the "Qarrict 



memoir ol children, Ii. 173; on 
dnnualt, II. 175, 204, 215, SOS; at 
Enfleld, 182T, IL ISO ; on Hood, IL 

rlBM of C, Cowden Clarke, il. 20T ; 
"Tlie Widow," by, U. 217; "The 
Oypay'B Malison, "sDnn6t,IL217.218; 
on >roolei'B verses to Emma Isola. 
iL2Mi "OdetotheTreiirtmtll,"fl. 

H. 228, 845; "The Pawn^Xr'a 
Danchter," publiabed In Blackicooii, 
IL 220. 346 ; on Wileou's Liji mid 
Tima 0/ St Foe, it 236 ; again In 
lodgings at Enfleld, 1829, Ii. 286; 
on life In town and country, fl. 242 ; 
the " Legs of Untton and Tamlp 
Crop" Bfory, 11. 251, 258; pulilica. 
tlon ot AOnat Verm, IL £«1, 21121 
on IncendiBrleni, 11. 264 ; on hand- 



evening p^ty at Hiydon'B, 11. 809 ; 
Mn. Uathcvi'a deaciiptlon of, 11. 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



"Home t 



h MaiT, 



on "New Year's Eve,"' 
oiwnjng of ftifiodihtp 

Wbdin, li. ai8; sundrj ^, .. 

femdto, 11.S37; "Theltel^ioaar 



a by, t 



■"^^1 






Jjal Eaata of Elia, pnb11«h«d, 11. 
S5S ; Rev. e. F. Csiya Lines to the 

lamb, BlifflbElii (inotlier ot Ch«rlea), 

death nr, i. 3g. 33. 
Lamb, John (ftthet nf CharleaX-i. BS, 

lamt, John (brother of Charles), sc. 

HimaaUy, ty, i. 'aeO,' 338. 281; 
- death of, JL SB, S14. 
Lamlx Mtrr, insan% of. 



laokney, I. 74; 86, 86, lOB, 116; 
insetUHl state of health. I. 119; 
'HeleD,~ bv, i. ]S6, S3«: U», 191, 
li; llnea by. on the Madonna, I. 
19; lines on the "Lady Blanch," 



r, Waller Bavatje, IL STS, Bit 
', Ff'olter Samut, a B'wgmphi, 
r-i JKlion, i. KI2 ; Bon Aylinsr, 



LAiiadowne, M&rquia r 

IjoC Eatayi nf Ella, W SSI 
Latin l>«mt, Thi. ot V 



I«lghton, Bishop, il. 91). 



*ttera from Ch»riM I*nib to— 
Aicsworth. W. Huriaon (Dec t, 

leas), iL M; (Dm. ». laaa). u. 

illBop, Thomia (Mar. 90, ISil). il. 
30 ; (Aag. », 1S2S), 11. 82 ; (Seiit. 
10, 1823), il. M; 08M). li. 8S; 
(Jan. 7, lS2i) 11. 121 : (Jan. 29, 
IB27X ii, 1«0 i (Dec. SO. lasT). ii. 

iei:(jan. a,i8as).ii. itti:(i§E»x 

li. 228 ; (Jnly 1833). 11. 28T, 
A«bury, Dr. (May 1S30), IL 215. 
Ayrton, William (May 17, ie]7), iL 

1 ; (Har. 14, 1830), IL 24B. 
Barton, Baraard (Bept 11, 1822), IL 

48; (Deo. as, \%A li. S5; (Jan. 

», 1823), 11. 61 ; (f eb. 17, 1928), 



18!B), ii. 77 ; (July 10. 18231 U. 
80 ; (Sent, 2, 1823), 11. 82 ; (Sept. 
IT, 1823), iL 85 ; (Nov. 23, 18M), 
IL 90 : fan. 9, 1824), 11. M J {Jan. 
28, 182i), IL 08 ; (Feb. 25, 1824), 
II. 100: (Mar. 24, 1824), II. 102: 
(April \in\ ii. 101; (May 15, 
1824), il. 104 i (July I. 1924). IL 
I0«; (Aag. 181^ IL 1081 Oept. 
90, 1824), IL 110; (Dee. 1, 18241 
11, 116; (Feb tO, 1825). iL J24; 
(Mar. 28, 1825X IL 120: (Aprils, 
182.9X IL 129; {July 2, 1825), IL 



___; (Sept. 28, 1828), II. _._. 
(end of 1826), il. I5T; (June II, 
1627), ii. 165 i (Aug. 10. 1927). IL 
172; (AuB. 28, 1827), ii. 174; 
(Nov. 1827), IL 180; (tin!. 4, lB2n, 
IL 190; (Dec. 1827). iL 102; 
(.\pril II, 1828). IL 199 ; (Oet. 11, 
18281 11. 208; (Dec 6, 1828), II. 
110; (Mar. 25, 182fl), il. 222; 
(July 3, 1B2S), li. 227 : (July 15, 

239; (Feb. 2S,'l8S0), IL 246; (j'nne 

28, 18901 11, 2(11 ; (An^ SO, 1890), 

li. 262: (April 311. 1831), IL 289. 

BetliaiD, Mary {Jan. 24, 1834), II. 

Betham, Matilda (June 1. 181% I. 

Blanchard, laman (Nov. 0, 1828X 

Bra'toD.Mr. and Mra. (Jan. fl, 1823), 

Cai>, Rev. H. F. (Oct 14, 1823), 

1820), IL 



1828), IL 



I: (AlH-ll 18, 1831), IL 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



aao ; {M»j 9, 18S1), II. STO ; (Sept 

e. leisa), it. 289; i^pt. 13, ism), 

11. aw ; (Oct. 1B34), ll SOJ ; (Oct 

18, 1831), II. eo3. 
Chambers, John (181B), 11. 17. 
Cbilds, Bobeit l^pt 19, 1334^ U. 






1 (Ai«. 81, 182S). I 



CUrke, C. Cowden (1881), U. M; 
(t'eb. 25, 1828)rll. IM : (Oct. IMS), 
IL E05; (D«. 1«28>,1L31I; (Fsb. 

Coldum, Henry (Sept 25, 1S2T), U. 



[jnnfl ig, jjnr/, l 10; (June IS, 
ITM),!. il;(JiiiieU,lTB«),t. SS; 
tJalf J, 1796) 1. M ; (July S, 179eX 
i. !8 : (Sept ST, nW), 1. sa ; (Oct 
», ITM), L M ; (Oct IJ, IJW), I. 
S8; (Oct S4, nW), I. U: (Oct 
SS, ITM), L « ; (Not. 8, JTBe), L 
W; (Not. 14, 17M), L 48; (Deo. 
I, ITM), L 40 ; (Dec 6, 17B6), i. 
62 ; (Dec. 10, 1T»X I- M ; (I«c. 
1T9«), L 6S ; (Jul 2, 1781), i. fiS ; 
(jBn. 6, 1T94 i. 87; (J»n. 10, 
1797), i. ea ; (Jin. Id, 179T), i. 9T ; 

Seb. 18, 1T97), i. 69;(Apm T, 
K), L TS ; (Appfl 16, 1797), 1. 
T5 ; 0795), i. T6 ; (Jnns 13, ifsT), 
L T<; (inne M, 1T97). 1 78; 
(JulT 1797), I. 79; (Bept 179TX 
I.81:(D«.10,179T>.f.8S;(J«i. 
SB, 1798), [. 89 ; (Jan. ^, 1800).!. US 1 

nitj 15, 1800), 1- »« ; (June 22. 

1809\ i. 119; (Aug. B, IBOO), 1. 
ISO ; (Aug. 14, 1800), i. 129 ; (Aug. 
Of Sept. 1600), i. lU; (Aug. Ju, 
1S09X L 196 ; (Oct 9. 1800), i. 
"'1; (end of IS 



S9;^pt 

m ; (Oet 
23, 1802), 



8,1802), 

186 ; tiiUHiMiiuu 11 
11, 1802), 1. 187 ; ( 
I. 189; (Nov. 4 

Ser. 20, 1803X 1. 
«), L "- 

13,181),, _ . - „ 

I. 274; (Dor, 24, 1818), II. 18; 

gui. 10, 1820), li. 81 ; (Uai' 1, 
aii IL 8S r (Mar. 9, 1822X if. 
tT: (1824), li. 118; (Jaly 2, 1B26), K. 
>29;(Har.22,182£ll.l44;(June 
1, 1820), It. UT : (1829). 11. 280, 



it SO, 1809), 1. 264 ; ( 



Hay 8, 
923), It 



DodweU. I 

Dyer, aeoii!e'''(ri«7~20, 1830), tL 

284 ; (Feb. 22, 1831), II. 208. 
Dyer, Un. (Dec. 22, 1834), IL 303. 
Field. B&rron(Aiig, 81, ImThO.*; 

Firer, 'Uisa (Feb. It, 1834), K. 296. 

Olllnun, Mr. (May 2, 1821), U. 83 ; 
(Oct 28, 1829), k 232; (Not. 90, 
1829X 11. 288; (Dec. 1829), ii. 8S9, 

Glllmui, Ber. Junei (Uar. -8. 1830)t 
" 248;(Aug ■ '"■' " "' 
win, Wlllli 

19; (Deo. 11. . . _. 

14, 1800), 1. 168 ; (June 29, 1801i 
1, 170; (Sept 9, 1891), I. 176; 
(8ept, 17, 1901), 1. 1T7 ; (Not. S 
uuf 10, 180S), i, 207 ; (Bo monOi, 
1806), 1. 240; (Mar. 11, 1808), U 
— - ' nonth, 1811), I, 268; 



li(MWl«> 
dn, Un.(Septie02n,l. 



). ii. 



(April ( 
Robert (D« 



1810), L 269. 
Haydon, Benjai _. 

1B17X li. 9; (May Id, id^ii, u. 

98; (Oct 19, 1822), 11. 4B; (Oct 

it, 1829). il. 49; (Mar. 1827), ii. 

162; (Aug. 1828), IL 202. 
Bizlitt, wTlliiiQi (Nov. 10, 1806), 



(Feb. 



S, IBOfl), i. 



l:(Mar. 



tm), 1, 227 ; (Aug. 9, lS09i 1. 
"' - 'Not. 28, 181^ L 2« ; (Oct 

li I. 287. 

Rev. W. (Feb. 18, 1808X I. 

itt, Hra. (Dec 10, 1808), i. 248 ; 



(Noi 



i. 24T : (Ma 



1830), U 
William (Uay 






(Jui_ 

1899), 

Hone, William (Uay 19, 1823), IL 

79 ; (Bent 80, 1B2B), ii- 1>» ; (July 

26, 1826^ it 162 ; (ian. 27 182T), 

iL 160 i (Feb. S, ie2T), iL 181 - 



(Uay SI, 
1823), IL 



Do,i,.cnh,.GoOglc 



(Hir. 30, ISin, il. lei; (HtT, 
IBffli. tL IM; (Jone 18ST), (i. 
WT ; (Aug. 10, 18ST), 11. 174 ; (SepL 

I. I83J), II. li«; (Oct I82T), 11. 
18B:(lf«)r!!.1828Xli.lM;(li(.y 

II, 1S30), 11. Si7 ; (Jnne IT, 1830^ 
II. aao; (July 1, 1830), iL JKt; 
(Mu. «, 1SS3), 11. 2S1. 

Hood, Tbomu (tiU In 1323), 11. 83 ; 

(Sept 18, ISSn, II. 178 ; (1329), II. 

217. 
Hunt, Lelib (end nf 1824), II. 11» ; 

(N-.v. 18W), if. IB*. 
Hutchinson, Ulu (Oct ]», 1815), I. 

9«Tl (April a, I)>23), IL, 73, 73; 

(Nov. l],lS2<),lf. Ill; (Jen. SO, 

18!S), II. 1!3 ; (April 18, 183i), 11. 

Irving, Bav. B. (AprtI 8, 1838), U. 

Eciinisj', Hn. (3cpt 11,1833), U. 41 ; 
(0::L fl, 1823), iT. 47. 

Kenney, Sophy (Sent 11, 1832), II. 
4S. 

lAndor, W. S. (April 8, 1833), IL 
378. 

Lloyd, Charlee 0623X II. 7». 

UanninE, Thoms. (Dm. 38, ITM). i. 
110;(6e<!. 171«),1. lll;(War. 1, 
1800). 1. 114; (Hu. 17, ISOO). I. 
1I&: (1800,1. 113); (before June, 
1800), 117; (Aug. 1800), 1. 133, 
125; (Auft. 9, IBOO), I. 127; 
(Aui. 11, 1300), 1. 133; (Aug. 23, 
IBOOX L 182 ; (Oct B, ISCO), 1. 1S» ; 
(Oct. 19, ieoai, I. 143; (Not. S, 
1808), I. 14S; (Nov. 28, iaO«, 1. 
143; (Dec 13, 1300), 1. 131 ; (Deo, 
1«, ISOO) I. 1S4; (Dm. 27,'1800), 
I. 157; (Feb. 15, 1801). I. 327; 
(Feb. or M»r. 1801X L 1«6; 
(April 1801), I. 130: (Aug. 1801), 
L 171; (Aug. 81, 1801), I. 172; 
(Feb. 15, ISim, 1. 170; (:Sept. 24, 
1303), I. 181 : (Nov. 1802), 1. IBS ; 
(Feb. 10, ISOS), 1. 104 ; (Feb. 1303), 
t.ID«: (Mac. 1808), 1.183; (April 
IS, 1808), I. »2 ; (Feb. ii, 1805), 
1. 210; (July 27, 1305), I. 310; 
(Not. is, ]80n, L 251; (M»r 10, 
1800), 1. 323 : (Dec 5. 1800), 1. 334 ; 
(Feb. M, 18(6), I. 24S ; (K»r. 58, 
1800), 1. 24> ; (Jul. 2, ISIO), I. 255 : 
(Dec 15, 1815). I. 2«8 ; (Dm. 2a, 
1815), I. 800 ; (Uiiy 38, 1310), IL 
31 ; (eiirlr Id 1835), li. 125 ; (Dm. 
10, 1825), 11. 140; (May 10, 1S34), 

u.se7. 

Unntigu, Bun (July 13, 1810), L 
Montigu, K™. Bull (1828), II, Ml. 



Hoion, EdwaJd (Mar. IS, 1823), II. 
198 : (May 3, 1838), ii. 20O ; (ftny 
13, 1330). 11. 256 ; (Nov. 12, 13S0>, 
11. 2«3 ; (Aug. 1831), IL 372; (Sept. 
5, 1631), IL 278; (Oct 24, 18SIX 
li. 373 ; (Feb. 1883), IL 275 ; (IBsK 
a 378; (Feb. 11, 18SS), IL 381; 
(Hu. 19, 1883), 11. 383 ; (April ST, 
1S33), 11. 382 ; (May 1338), II 38* ; 
(Jnly 34. 1883), ii. 388; 638«, 11. 
287; (Aug. 1833), 11. SS8; (SoT. 
20, 1838), 11. 3«. 

Novello, Vln«!nt(Aptll 25, 182S), li, 
183 ; (Ma; 8, 1828), li. 115 ; (April 
n.o.Ti ,. .«<. . (NoY. 6, 1828), iL 



Oilier, Mesan. (June 18, 1318), II. 

P«tniort, F. 0. (July 10. IBtn, U. 

187 ; (Sept. 1337), 11. 131. 
Payne, John Howard (Nov. 1832), 

It. 40:(Nov. 13, 1833),1L50; Jan. 

38, 1838), ii 83 ;("■'• ""'" =' 



323),lLJ4;(!.-OT. 11, 
t; (Jon. IS, 1339), II. 
" "■—» " "■e;(j»n. 



(AfTll li. 

1834), ii, 1. , , . . , 

20. 1820). "il. '318 : (133% li-'si 

Feb. 2, 18a»> it 220. 
Rlckinaii, Jofin (April 10, 1303). 

i. ISO; (July 18, 1303), L 300; 

(Jan, 35, 1303), 1. 323 ; (Mar. 1800), 

i226. 
RolrinioD, Henry Crabb (do month, 

1810), I, 386; (Jan. 50, 1837^ il. 

27, i83»). IL '321 ; (April lo) 1839), 
" —"; (April 17 •"""' " ""■ 

Mra-Vuly 
Bouthey, Robert (July 58, 1798). i. 
87; (OcC IS, 1708), I. 00; (no 
date), I, 00 ; (KoT. 8, 1703), 1. 93 ; 
(Nov. a, 1708), I. 9S ; (Nov. 38, 
1798), 1. 90 ; (Dec 27, 1708). 1, 90 ; 
(Jan. 21, 1700), i. 100; (Mar. IS, 
1799), 1. 102; (M.T. 30. 17901 1. 104 ; 
(April 20, 1700), 1. 107 ; (May 20, 
1709). I, 107; (Oct 81, 1700), f. 
10S;(Nov. 7, 1804). L ■-■00 : (May 
8, 1815), 1, 300; (April 0. 1315% I, 
382 ; (&t. 3«, 1818), li. 15 ; (Not. 
■" " 90; (Aug. 10, 132SX 
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II), H. 86 ; 
(Juna 8, 

Wmjint. Vra. (April S, ISSO). II. 

:al : (Oood Friday, ISSt). I>. 291. 
Wllaon, Walter (Aiu;, 11, ISOl), i. 

170 : (Dec le, 18m ll, M ; (F«b. 

M, 1823), IL e7; (Mnj 2S, 1S3»), 

II. iM ; (Not. is, ia»), li. aat 
Vordiworth, Wmisin (Oct. IS, 
IBOO). i. 14S: (Jbd. 1801). 1. 183; 
(Jan. to, 18DI), 1. 1M; (Juna2e, 
1805), L 31S; (8«pt as, 1805), I. 
3U; (June ISOa). L 2S0: (Vec. 
11, lacio), I. ESO : (Jan, £0, 1807), 
1. 341 ; (Oct. Ill, ISID), i. law 
(Aug. St, 1914), I. ms; (DamonUi. 
181^ I. tT6 1 (m HKinth, 1814), i. 
WD; (no month, 1815), I. W3; 
(Ang. e, ISie). 1. t>4 : (April », 

181^ i so2i (April 36, leiex i. 

aiM : (June- 7, hlOX IL » 1 (M"- 
30. 1832). iL 30; (April «, 1325), 
11.127; (May 182iX "- isa ; (Jan. 
S2, 18901 II. 241 : (May 1833), IL 
£33 ; (Feb. £2, 1834^ IL 3M. 

WonlsHortb, Mn. (^b. 18, 1818), 
ILIO. 

Wonl'wortb, Ulu (June 14, 1805), 
I. 2W ; (Ang, ISIOV i. S62 ; (Nor. 
23, 1810). I. 204; (Not. 21, 1817), 



Uoinn. Un. and Ur. (Aug. ISSS), 

Tonlawintli, Ulii, (Hot. 21, 1817), 

WmuihtaD, R, fivm (Jnno 11, 

ISM), L 281. 
!Ci, a Jew, >uici{le of. L 270, SSO. 

Wordiwotlb'a " Pet Lamb," L 160, 

litml. Tin, ciIIIhI In Leigh Hnnt. 
li. 00: action ajiainat Julin Hunt, 

i/t ofChavar, Godwin. L 889. 



Uovd, Robert, 1.1 






IB brother 
S, 118, 127. 



Charles. L 201. 
Llnyd, Bophla, L 
Llojrd'a Huga Cmtrx, li. an. 
Lockhart, duel with John Scott, IL 

L<ifrt,'CBpel, L 279, MS; and BolwTt 
BlD0inaeld,LS42; lonnet by, IL 82. 
Loftua, i. 225. 
Logan, John. I. 818. 
Landn Magaiiw, Tlu. II. 78, S3, 123, 



. S2T; jtfnuir a/ 

1814,' : 

IiongiDon and Cv., l'iM, 209, 14< 

Lovedafc George, H. SS7. 

Lonell,Mr.,li,'si3. 

Lum, Hra.. 1. 258. 

Luther, i. 255. 

Lpfic Offerings, hj Idman BlaDcbard, 



UackeoHe'B Julia di Bimblgnl, L 31 
Uajor, John. iL84 



lannlni.Ttioinai.LlIS: Latnb'alti- 
Titition to, 1. 128 ; lite at Cambridge, 

3S4; death at Bath, 1840,' L 828; 
U. 23, m. Su Utttn, 
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Uu*, Hxlaine, L SI. 


Lunb'i lines to Cowper in, L Ml 


M.in.hH»ll,ii;SiS. 


270, 3Si ; Iamb's '■ Popolar Fall* 


Uaria, mall boat, wreck of, il. 338. 




JUrkluun'!. 0. B,. Gtorge SogU and 


MOBlWyiirl^, J7k,1.1, asi. 


r*<nnaiJtfa»Bini^./«in»KM TMIM 


Moore, Thomas, 1. 34S; Ii. SBa 


and ZAon, i. SZ4. 


More, Hannah, 1 54 ; drUbi in SexrA 


Walton's -nenlJon ^ 9S ; id««rd 


(/■« lf(ft, by, 1. 253, 837. 


More, Miss, i. 100. 


II., 1. 03, 107. 
M«*iiall.Llse, EM. 


More, Sir TMmai, by Sonthey, Ii. S27. 


Mm^u., John, i. '306,843. 


Martin, John, artist, ■' BulsliaiiBr," 


Morf!an,M™., 1.270:11.8, 


by,ii. iMPaas. 


Homing Chnalelt, Tkt, 1. 2», 172, 






1-3 s?^™ "'■"■■"■ 

UMerea, Baron, Cureitoc Baron of the 


MontisB Pojt The, paper by ColEridga 
in, i. lis ; 139, 164, m ; Coleridge', 
ode, "Dejection," in, 1. 3Sl: c»«y. 
by Coleridge in, 1. 832 ; 33S, 334. 


Exchequer, i. ie». 33a 


Ma8sln|^^Vr^*H>onon. 1. M. 


Moilaon, Mr Alft^ed, 11.828. 
Mojcliu., Wberl Lovell L 7, 312. 


UathewB, Charles, the eldar, IL 83, 


Moron, Edward, arWmaj, by, IL 




184. 


Moion, Ur pnhlisher, IL 170, 181, 265, 


Mathews, Mis., 11. 186 : her description 
of Lamb, jl. 8L1 ; Memoln of her 

Mathtes,l'.J., r*ij^m«li(i/-I.i*™- 


282,880,839,864,865. SfX LrUtn. 


Hozart, Lifi of, by Bdwanl Hohnea, 


JBr. H.. fkrce by Lunb, accept- 


l^rt. by, 1. SIS. 


ance of, at Drury l*ne Theatic, L 


May. John, 1. 1, «, 99. 101, 822. 


231 ; fcllure o^ 1. 230 ; 836. 


HelllBh, Hr.. sotuetliue H.P. tor 


Mrs. UUxilet'i School. 1. 25B, 3»»; 


EnHeld. ii. 305. 


Charlee Iamb's part of, iL 08. 




Mnlready, Willia.i., i. 330. 




Murray, John, i. 805, 843. 


Xe>noiTof'aF«, by Walter Wilson, L 


" My Penalre aara," Coleridge, I. 0. 
Mjlfus, W. F.. jJaster at Chrtaf. 




Merchant Taylors' Bcbool, 1. 83S. 


Hospital, I. 2«9, 337, 830. 


Merlin, 1. 63. 




Meyer, Henry, ii. 838. 


Satxn and JrC, L U, &7. 


Milton,!. 11, !£,ai,BS;Part.df«I«(, 


Nayler, James, ii, 71, ITS. 8M, 828. 


1. 68 : 108 : Omm. i. 75 ; portrait of, 
1. £84, set: portrait of, preseiiteil 
by Lamb to Emma leola, T. 8J1 ; U. 


NelBonl Lon^, i. 220', 322 ; death, Oct. 


21,1805,1.325. 


sH. 


Nether-atoBcy, ColotMge at, L 315; 


Mitchell, Thomas, ii. 4. 305. 
Mltford, Mr., 11. IM, Sia. 


319, M2, 
Sim ilenthla. Tilt, li.2Stl. 


MItford, Bev. John, it. 85,1M; SdcmJ 


K™ Time,, r»,, started by John 




Stoddart, 1. 320; Lamb's "Oae to 


Mitre C^ Bulldinijs,'lamb at No. 


the Treadmill" in, 1L22B. 



Moira, Lord, 1. 240. 
Monkhouse, ii., 1!7, 128, 320, 328. 
Honkbouse, Mrs., ll., 70, 132. 
Montagu. Basil, L 200; iL 210, 328, 

838, 339, 342. Su LeUtn. 
Montagu Mrs. Basil, I. 280; SL 121, 



JleneUy Ma^aim, The, i. SO, ' 



, Randal, 




cr Temple, 


L 813: death otiL 


245. 24T, 38. 


B«d.urch 


IL 212. 


o, Maty SaWlla, ii. 25, BOO, 32T. 


'"u^S.. 
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Mm and Jddrtna Co Gnat PtopU, by 

Thorns Hood, li. S!». 
Mwstj/, 2»*. lamKi Tfrsi™ of, 1. 33B. 
"lilon." verses by, in tho louden 

AfOfiufTU, II. 313. 
Ollphant, Mrj.,lV«/a[irard/™nir, 

OUJH-, ' ChirleB, IiusVfa.' or, Bit 
Tewpler, by, IL 100, S21. Sr 

Oilier, Uesiri., pnbliBlicra, P. 800. 

O'Ndl, Uiu, L SOS. 

Oh S(pu(<Aro, by ffiliiun Oodwln, L 

ert of FaJt 
9 Whits, L 

OmUiirr'lT. 

Otw.j, i. 37, Si, is*. " 
Oirnrd, UmVa Tlilta to, L ISl 

Puck, Jowpta, li, tlO, SM. 

Pains, LID; it m. 

pilmertton, Lord, II. 10. 

FaradlM Lot. i. 5S. 

Psido, Fsthsr, i. »3. 

~ ■ " " d of Lsmb, li 



SIS. 
^roell, Thomu, qn 



(, LS. 



TttU, HutBtne, ll. IM, BSfl. 
Pstmni^ P. G,, IL lOT, SOD, 






" Ali e 



"Gi«ndpapi," 

U. «4; dulii, 1SS2, ii. SII. 

Pace Celebntloiu, 1811, IL the ] 

pMle, Georgs, ATraignmtitt ef Pi 



PsnnhifFton, ii. 
Potry, lir., e 



un. No Cnuj, tio OroiDii, 



arlmirit,' i.'lis"' 
PMn- Stll, ud nuody of, 
Hiinilt^D Beynoldi, IL 3D ; 



PUlIp Quart, lathonMp of, il. OS. 
Plillllpa, Edward, ii. atl. 
PbilUpa, Sir R., ]>mprietor of thi 
ManlMy Magaiini, i. 331, 238, 200, 

Philli'ps'ri,' MooUily Obltnuy, i, 

Pbilllps'a ThtB^nan Poetonm AnglU 

PlS'erlr^poblislier, il. IflS, SBT. SBD. 
Fitture Cn-M, .ent to Bernini B»t- 

"Pilpira'* Fnigress, Thf," £dUim 

dt lua or, il. SOS. 
" Pl-poa," Derwent Coleridge, L 180, 

PIM, WiUUm, I, lis, ISO, S2S, 

Pimm, 1. 140, 132. 

Pllto, t. 116. 

PlKuuru qf Hope, Thomu Ctmpbell, 

ii. llfl. 
FUatura of ifenory, Rocfcn, I. 818 : 

il. »S, 
nU'/i LiUtn, Uelmoth'i tcandatlon 

PlumJey, W. D., il. 18. 

Poent hi Bin and iloxatui, 1. 311. 

PoniH 6ir tf-Ufoi* (Tcrdniwli, now 

aditlon, 181S, Liiab on, I. 283, 288 ; 

SID, 341. 
Fnmt on VatiBut Stiltitat, H. T. Cols. 

Pofifa rijui, Bercard Barton, ii. lOO, 

PKlry for CkOdrtn, by Cblrlen ud 

Poole, ThoniM, L 10:^ 815,' 31! : death, 

Pope, 1. 121; Dr. Oregory'i opinion 
of, J. 101 1 Lamb on a miniatute ot 

PoriB.bookaeller, 1. !71. 

"Popular Fallaciefl," I^mb, appear- 

ao« of, il. U3, US. 
Punon, i. Mil. 
Portsr, thoMlaaea, I. 181, 

Pratt, inokseller of Bath, and editor 
oiQlBiningt tivrougK Waktf etc., I- 



Priertley. Dr., Lamb's admiration of. 



iplionj q/CTrijIloIlil 
PrinftlE, Sophia. I. 
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Yoafi to EmmB lula, ii. £», SO. 

P^W^mA., L 388. 

Proc1«r*I> MwMir n/Iamft, Ii. 825, S41. 

Pullia^., Brook, il. m, S92, S3S. 

PiimiHi 0/ LiUratart, Tlit, by T. J. 


314. »ii i It It«mc, it. £1S, 3M. Sb 


lio^.ick, TM Lwd of at acOtM, Robert 

Soutliey, 1. 2M, 341. 
Borffrtot HamUm, 1. 163. 
Rop.»^H.ar,, broths Of tho poet, 



QOAKiBiBii, Ijinib's eiperieoce of. i 

Qiurleti. 1. ST ; compured with WlUiei 

1 »S ; 104 105. 
fliiorterlK, '/*(, rsyieir by Southey in 

Blla Eaaiis by Soatbey io, il. SI 



Btmbnuidt, Ii. lUO. 
JEmoTH, tn^gerty, by Coleridgp, 1. 274 ; 
produced >t Dniry Lane, Jso. 23, 

Btynoldi, dmnatlst, ii. 155. 
B^noldi, J. HiintltoD, H. 306. 
Baynoldi, Bi[ Juahiu, I. 334, 
Beynolda, »»., 1. 31. 266 ; ii. S4T. 
BJcbBrdsoii, at ttas Iiidin Houw, 1. 

28, T«, 310. 
Richmond, I 170. 
Bickman, JohL t. IIB, 3M ; Limb's 

1, SM, S2S; ii.'sso.' Sk 



BlekmAn , .. ,. 

Jtoui lo Jtulfl, Tb, B 






rUaiuTa i^JlRii: 



b, !. lO»,'pDbU' 
,'■'H,W, Baity, 



[owe, Ber. A., I,' 116,320 



Royhl, the, hDd other Institotioiu, 1. 

RuiTitd CaOagBj The, BouthAT, 1. 321. 
RuttierTord, Kn., dttlh of, iL 171. 
Kyle, il. EST. 

Sarred Spcclmnu, BflT. J. Hitford. Ii. 

St. Luke's HoBpiUI, Dr. Tutbill'a 

Siliabnry, BloppuKe of Bunk at, L £60. 
Salidalion aid Cat, ttic, reRwm- 

imaeea at. i. 15, 25, 50, 54, «S, 7a, 

SIS. 
SundsnoD's Cma t} ConjcEmoc, IL 

.Solan in 'Smruli </ a WIfi, I^mb on 

Savuie. Richaid, i. u'o, 330. 

A. B., bntbor oT Heater 

•t HfBter, 1. 331. 
or Heeler Bav- 



Isvory! Em! 



;ie, 218 ; Lamb's attuclinient to, i. 
SI; married to CharleeSloke Dud. 

ory,' Uaitha, alster of Heater, L 

riier, L 17, 187. 

ivonian Sone. i. S. 

tt, John, i. 220; ii. 12Si editor of 

heCha'Rpian, i. 27» ; CHIical Ettayi, 

y, ii. 38, 2D0: 330; killsd io a dual 
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on behalf of WiUlUB Oodwlo, II. 

Burch, idwud, L 121 ; Du Lit/U 9/ 

BtrlgsX MiulBnie, l'i2T. 

BoweU, W., Hiftorr ofQvaktrt, bj, iL 

BhHkapeirs, L TT; Oeorge Bjer'i 

IdmboiiHlltlonBo^lL'iSs'; Twetfli 
Niiht. and ^1 Vm Litt Ii. li. 8:!. 

Shaw All lllria, Penlan Ambaiiadoi, 
i. 2jr, 

Shslley, Purer Bfnha, Umb od, 11. 



BhenaloD^ L 12T; "Tbs Bcboot. 

Bberidan, k R, L 17 ; BOtaitl to, L 

Bbevell, ]i(r.,iLS5. 

BhHejr, i. 12S. 

Shnnsbary, Caleiidin at, I. SM. 

BiddDDB, ill. n., uMr, I. 239. 

eiddana, Un., Lamb and Coleridga't 

Eonnet on, i. 18, M. 31« ; 2U. 
Sldmoubh, Lord, 1, its. 
Sidney, Blr Pbilip, I. 233 ; Ii. S3T. 
Six MontlH l<i llie ICnl Iii<Ii« <f> 1S2I, 

Henrr Nelaon Coluldge, ii. 144, SSL 



Snake Eillbltlon, A., lar 
Bonnets, etc— First Line 
A aUtelf DTDSS tach w 



L144. 



ad apot dotb 
A timid giace siU trembling In bar 
Cowpfr, I thank my Qod tiat thon 
tr rmm my llpa Bome angry accents 

1 of WhUi, ii 



110. 
Back, baby, ai 



feU.2 



nother'a 



WaK '^■'1 



ir lifter grieTi. Han 
_. doom, ii. M3: 
of Light sbal^ES off bia 



mneti, etc— Fint Lines— 

Wb were two pretty babea, t]» 

When last I nived then minding 



Vouldat thon dlT 



ort, and bonnd 
t tbyieir from 



lulhamplon Buildings, Lamb at, 

•nthey,' Dr.. bmUier of Robert 
Southey, [, 26», 339. 
luthey, Editb, I. &8, M. », 104, 10?. 
luttoy, Edith May, d&nghWr of 

luthey, Rnbert, remarka on poems 
of,!. l:J«i„tfAn, i. 3, 87,317; 
Umb'9 critldam of Joan 0/ Arc, I. 
11; and Cowper-j Homer. L It; 

Fletcher, and with Cowper, t. 21; 
S7, 68, 82 : Lamb on Eclogaea by. 



In the tJiiaTl€rly, 1. 253; Rodericlc^ 
Ihi latt cj Oil auiu, i. 200, Ml ; 
nublication of ^oon of An, i 311 ; 

Tilt RaUtd fMlagi, L 831 ; in cor^ 

Bunon, Hampahln, vlal't of Lloyd 
and Umb to, I. 821; Car« 0/ 
Kiiiaui, 11. », aos ; nrlew of JClia 
Saaya, by, 11. 81 ; Sir Thomm Mon, 
11.227; hiadereneeofUnilLil. 262; 
263, S4> ; BooJc q^tAe CAuTcA. K. 830 ; 
Talt<tfPiaiiguaii,a.l3a. SttlAtlentit 

Soathey'i "Dactyls," Lauib'a, and 
other parodies of, i. 313. 

Sptdmnt 0/ Ei^tA Dranatlc Foeti, 



,,. ..alVuAii, HBlttt, U. 124. 
BUiel, Madame de, 1 tli. 
Blanhope, Lord, il. 4. 
~ edt CmUunuIld, Thi, Colecldgd, 



StoddarC, ^obD (attsrwaids Sii-) i. IS, 
■" 1S8, 20s, M9, SM. SitUUtTt. 
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Btoddsrt, y- "—•- • 
WUllun 



Satton, U 



o Poetrj," L 8M. 

Stilrta: or, Ot Mav eiun, OeoisB 
Sftrloy, iL 332. 

Tola fivn Shatapam, pnbll«Uoi 
of, I. 223, ^7; llltutnilionB lo, I 
241 1 SSa : C. LuDh'i put of, li. 98 

Tllfonid, J. N., 1. 2H, S41: rdiUoi 
ol I«mb-i Letttn, I. SSi ; IL StS 
review ot John WoodvU, bj, U. £« 

Iklmi, Tliit of, to Lamb, <1. M, tlS. 

Taylor, Rcv.LC. B., vicv ofHldltiBh, 

eafl-oLII, iL as, S23. S3B. 
T17IDT and HeHey. Ueun., pub- 

Taylor, ^0110, li. ti. sit Ittltn. 
Taylor, Jtremy, 1. 58, 110: J>iidi>r 

baisHantiun. ll. 102. 
Taylor, Tom, UlitJB.R. Haydm, by, 



ThankiglTlng, OcDaral, Jan. IB 

1.841. 
TI'Htrea, EnEllih and German 

p«riaon nf. by Oeorgo Dyer, 1 
Tbelwall, Jobn, L SO, US; Cui 

Theocritui, 1. IM. 
Thonipaon, Ur., 1. 2S». 
Thnrlow I.ord, f. S34. 






ThnrteU, Thon 

Thynne, I«dy, li, 19, 
TldmelJ, Hiss, actress. L 1S2. 
Tobacco, on, i. 2DS, 20a, Sia, 2in, 2IS, 
Tobla, i. IDA, 291 ; death of, 1. eflO. 
Tonion, Jacob, Uiacellairleii, L 130. 
Tooke, Honia, I. 87 ; U. 12*. 
Trimmer, Mn., 1. 1S0. 
Tmllope, Bev. W., loccMSor to Bex. 
Juno Beyer at Ghriat'a Hoapital, 

TnicU»eiBlan Qallery, Tbt, L Kt. 
Tucker, Abraliam, L BM. 



Tnthlll, Dr. Oeoi^ L., I. .._ . _ 
Sir, I, 184, iSS. SH, 25B, 16i, 387, 
SSS ; II. 12i, 128, ISO, 197, MB. 

Tutblll, ]ln. 1. 2M 

" nHitiKuB Proteala," by Lamb, IL 



Vaughan, Henry, the Bllnrist, 11. 3H. 

rtcarof WaJufidd, TSi,'l 1«S. 
rindii^ive Uin, Tit, Holcroft, EtUnra 

or, L 281. 
Tii^il, i. 124. 

PiBon o/HuTM, A, U. ISS, 114. 
Voltaire and Cangnve, 1. 24S. 



IFiMlltr, Uf, of, JohDion, 1. _ .. 
Waltbam Croaia, llnea on, jL IM, 107. 
Walton's, iati, ConpUli AttgUr, 1. 

Warner, William, antbor of Alblou'i 

England, il. 823. 
WaiiAmin, Tin, i. 1, T ; Lamb'i advlc* 

Watford family, The^ (iiends'of limbi 

Watta, 'Alaria, A, IL 178, m, at. 
Watts, Dr., IL 167. 

lyMbrtd Sdtclir.Thell SW. 

Wesley, Jobn, 1, BS, 320. 

Wealey, Hamuel, 1. SSfi. 

Weslsy, Mlaa, danghter of Samoa! 

WsBtwoo^, Mr. and Mn., the I^mh* 
In lodgings with, IL 2SS, 236; 244, 

Wbmlbamrtead, 11. !S. 

n^fmi ami Odditis, Thomai Hood, 



White, Blanco, IL 887. 
White. Dr., fellow.clerh iritb Lunb, 
li. 78 : Ur.. and Ulsa Brown, Umb'a 

niite's, James, Ortalnal IMIm 9/Str 
John Falitiiff, by, lamb's opinion of, 

niltflcld, 'actor, lW 
Whltfleld'a Tabernacle, 11. 837. 
"Widow, The," Imitation of I^mb 

by Hood, IL S4J. 
Wllberfoice, Mr.. L IW. 
— " ' ,-1 " ifpigoniad," L Ufl, 
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VmUma, Hn,, ncniitlc by lAmb on, 
WililmiiB, Riy. Mr., R«loi of Poro- 



WllBOD, Walter, publiihei 
■Undlng with Umb. i 
Mnuin i// JJt Fat, 

Wll«on WmlUr, Ufi a 



i,LB3 



Fot, it. 
Ktt, il. iBi 
Wlnchmore 



or, b] Eu. 

Billj'l-'zM. 

LaiDb'i visit to WUlKun 

11(0,1.27; oomplred Irith 






U. 3^ ' 



u, botbniut of Hutlngi, 



ril, Join, 1. 82<, 3M, S30. 
lun, John, Qiuket, 1. 72, 
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Tie Bmfcrerj, (.825; "Hart-Lusp 
Well,- 1. 8g9 ; LiUrr <o a JH™i nf 
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AINCER'S EDITION OF CHARLES LAMB. 

(BjrArra-giJKmt nltk Main. MatmiUan b- Ct., I^ndtw.} 

CHARLES LAMB'S POEMS, PLAYS, 
AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 



cloth, gilt top. 432 pages, f 1.50. 

•■Intlila volume Iinmli'* pocmi haT-e liccn chronologleaDy 
•rraoKcd, mid Uie rcular emu traoa U>« varlOMi wenM ol tbe 
poct'l Ufe in bll iiorki,"-~jV. K. Ejinmimtr. 

"Mr. AinEer'i woilc has b«n mml iniel I igenlly and suisEkcMrilv performed. TSa 

"This volume will give endless pteisure la Ihau^ands— making Lamb no longer a 
mere name, but a Moid. Those rud»s who know Lamb as a poel only by his verses, 

few Ln number. b«t of e-qaiHBb=anty,w.ii >■ ■■■■■> - ■•^—.■■■^^ .'■. ^1 

h« poetic power. The Bm«- Ifnuv* h. . 
Fnridtmt JturnaL 

The Loniioa Academy says: "Last year we had the mcompaiable 
'EUa' — hue we get all of Lamb's miscellaneous writings that he had 
himself selected for preservation in a peimaneat shape. None will ever 
want a more satisfactoij edition than this. For the benefit of Ihe cu- 
riooa we must add that Mr. Ainger here prints for the first time a copy 
«t Album Verses, written for Mis. De Motgan, and a letter to Dodwcll, 
Lamb's old fellow clerk in the India House," 



e Essays m ijiii volume abound in deliEbiAil hi 



A NEW EDITION OF {From New PlalM) 

LAMB'S ESSAYS OF ELIA. 

With SO Pagit ^ IntrcJactipn aid Nstn h Alfred Aincbb. t3ma,eMi, 

tittup- ssot«t"- t'J"- 

A'. Y. Christian Unian says ; " The valoe of this edition is very much 
increased by Mr. Ainger's notes, which form by far the best commentaiy 
on Lamb thai has been given to the world. Mr. Aingerisa thorough master 
of all information relating to Lamb and to his Work ; he has studied all 
the questions involved, looked up all manner of obscure and out-of-thc- 
way facts, and gives the essays in some parts a much fresher meaning." 

THI9 NEW EDITION inoludet Mr. Aing*Hi Nolei. of which "The Nilion" 
M^: "Ara idminble. Thsy fill Marly flfly pan*!. *nd CONTAIN A MAS» OF 
INTEHESTINQ INFOHMATION ABOUT LAMB AND HIS WRITINGS AND 
HIS FaiENDS. Bibliographical ddiili irs given >• to Ihe first piibliGition of Iha 
Eiuyi in Magiiinai hers indlharg. Minyobiciiritiet ■nditlii*lon(>r**iipUin*d, 
■nd nany af Lamb's mnlificationt an unveiled. Mr. Ainger hai had Ul* ■» of • 
kay (in LamVa handwriting) to th* variaui Anl sariei of the Etny*." 
Ctflaunlin r.c.itt »/frU'.. ciirptfrtfaid. ty 

A. C. Armstrong & Son, 714 Broadway, New York. 
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CHOICE 8TAWDARD WORKS. 

NEW AND REVISED EDITION 

OF 

HALLAM'S COMPLETE WORKS, 

tVi/A New Table of Contents and Indexes. 

\H SIX VOLS., CROWM, 8V0, CLOTH. 

PRICE. $7.50 PER SET. (Bsducedfrom $17.SO.) 

{BcundiH Hal/ Ca!/ 'lira, ijfi^r^.J 



This Unabridged Edition of Hallam's Works Compkises 
The Constitutional History of England, 2 Vols. 
The Middle Ages, na state dI Eiroiit Mu Ue KMlB Ases, 2 Vols. 
Introduction to the Literature of Europe, 2 Vols. 

REFBtNTED FROM THE LAST LONDON EDITION, REVISED 

AND Corrected bv the Author. 



Macaulav, in his famous estimate or HikUam, says : " Mr. Hallam 
is, on Ihe whole, fai beller qualified than any other writer of our time 
for the office which he has undertaken. He has e^eat industiy and great 
acutcness. Hisknowlcdgc is extensive, various,andprofound. Hismind 
is equally distinguished by the amplitude of its giasp, and by the delicacj 
of its tact. His speculations have none of that vagnencss which is the 
common fault of political philosophy. On the contrary, they are 
strikingly practical, and teach us not only the geneial rule, but the mode 
of applying it to solve particular cases. . . Mr. Hallam's 

work is eminently judicial. Its whole spirit is that of the Bench, not 
that of the Bar. He sums up with a calm, steady impartiality, turning 
neither to the right nor to the left, glossing over nothing, exaggerating 
nothing, while the advocates on both sides arc alternately biting their lips 
to hear (heir conflicting misstatements and sophism e:iposed." 



This "STANDARD EDITION- of HALLAM'S WORKS, 
in 6 Vols., AVERAGES NEARLY 800 PAGF.S IN EACH 
VOL., and is sold at $7.50 PER SET (formerly publishe:! 
in ro Vols, at $17.50.) 

Stnl en rtitipt of f net, eharget prtpaid. 
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CHOICE STAHDARD WORKS. 

A NEW EDITION 

OF 

D'ISRAELI'S COMPLETE WORKS. 

Edited by his Son, LORD BEAaOHSFIELD, 

WithafimPartrailmSUct. 6 rtls.,Cravm Bva, Oalh. 



This Nbw Ed:tion o? D'Israbu's Works Couprises 
THE CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE, - - 3 Vols. 

CAUniTIES AND QUARRELS OF AUTHORS AND MEMOIRS, I VoL 
AMENITIES OF LITERATURE, SKETCHES AND CHARACTERS, I VoL 
LITERARY CHARACTER, HISTORV OF MEN OF GENIUS, - 1 Vol. 

A colIectEon ot literatnre which no judiciouslj' selected libraty will 
fail to have, and no person of literacy tasle and culture willingly du 
wilhout. 

The7 ate, in trntli, a, hiatorr of liteiBtttre and of llterair man, 
Sathcrod &om the 'writing of ccnturlas and from. UvlnK autbora. 
phlloBOpliIo Emd learned, yet bobs and faacinatliv. 

1 the 



The Ametiities of Litenttore " is in a diSerent st 
The CtUKnities and Qnarrela of Authors " cont 






[tr^irr 



This NEW IMPRESSION of the famous works of the elder 
D'ISRAELI, IN 6 VOLS., PRICE $7.50 PER SET (formerly 
published In Q Vols, at $15.00), has been aptly said to com- 
prise the cream of English Literature of Europe from the times 
of Dr. Johnson to our own, and to constitute a whole library in 
themselves. 

Sent en receipt ef frier, charges prepaid, by 
A. C ARMSTRONG & SON, 714 Bnwdwa;, New York. 
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CHOICE STANDARD vWORKS. 
A IfEir EDITION OF 

THE HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES. 

A..x>. aoo-is70. 

/JV SIGHT PASTS, WITH AN INDEX OF 47 PACES, 

By JOSEPH FRANCOIS MICHAUD. 

And aPnfaoe and Supplementary Ohaptsr by HamiltoiiW. MaU«. 

3 ToU-, crown 8vo, Olotb. $3.7B. 

(BtuHd in Half Calf ixira, tJ ftr vtl.) 

"The ability, diligence and faithfulness with which Michaud 
has eiecoled his great task are undisputed, and it is to his well-filled 
volumes that all most resort for copious and authentic facts ^d luminous 
views respecting this mast rotuantic and wonderful period in the annaU 
of the world." 

This work bas long; been out of print, and its republication is oppor- 
tune. It narrates very fully and in a picturesque and interesting manner, 
the most striking episode in European history, and will add an invalu- 
able work to the historical literature which has recently been put into the 
hands of the reading public in editio.'.s combining sound scholarship 
and reasonable prices. Of the first excellence as an authority, full of 
romantic incident, graphic in style, this new edition of that which ts \if 
Uliversal con sen', 

THE STANDARD HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES, 

will have equal value for the student and gt'jeral reader. 



BIVEBSIDE EDITION OF 

MACAULAY'S ESSAYS, 

Critical, Historical and Miscellaneous, With a Biographical and 

Critical Introduction from the well-known pen of Mr. E. P> 

Whipple. 3 vols., crown 8vo, Cloth. 3,000 pages. 

With a fine Portrait on Steel. Price, (3-75. 

(BuMnJ in Ha(f Calf ixtra^. fj ftr vcl.J 
In this edition the essays have been arranged in chronological Order, 
•o that Iheir perusal afCnrds, so to speak, a complete bii^raphlcal portrait- 
ure of the brilliant author's mind. It contains Ihepure text of the author 
and the exact punctuation, orthography, etc., of the English editions. 
' A very full index (s5 pages) has been specially prepared for this 
edition. In this respect it is superior to the English editions, and wbollf 
unlike any other American edition. 



Oi^'ei If/ ly mail, fQitpaid, on rtctipt ef pria. 
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CHOICE STANDARD WORKS. 

A NEW A^D CHEAPER EDITION OF 

HALLAM AND MAY'S 

CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

148B— 1S71, 

WITH TABLE Of CONTENTS AND FULL INDEXES, Prlntgd ■! Iha Unntraity 

'<>i«naF^!tf™'lybou'ndV8iIi™'WhVpRtcE,™r£p 

or SS.OO PEh SET, in ■ nail bsx. (Raduccd rram t9.00.) 
(B-jKHdiitllal/ Ca!/,ExtTa.tS-IIOftr-vil.J 



HALUM'S CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

Ft«B Ihe Accoiion of Henry Vll, (148;). 10 the dewh orGeorKc II. (i76i>). 

iDcluduii Ur. Hillim's SuFPLEMiNTAL Volume of Rcrmoa ap to 1848- 

Complalo in a vols. Price, radueed to »j.so. 

HAY'S CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OF ENGUND, 

Sinceihe Acceaion of George III., 1760— 1S60, SVilk a urn SiMtmrilar^ Ckatirr, 
iSbo^lSjI. By SirThoS. EkSkihk May, ayols. Price, rsducedlo (1.50. 
ThlttBorklttublUnnttatty iteontlnHotUmof Ballam't grratteorh, 
(roafna the progreaa antl devetopmewU of tlie Srlflth ConatHntlan of 
mort ihnitan emireetnturj/. It fflvex evid^nee of research and imm 
partialU]/f and ia htffhijf cotnmsmled by historleat criiiea. 

impmveinent hai been sjuelii and abuse in the govemnicnl cDirecicd. IT IS A CON- 
TINUATION OF MR. HALLAM'S WORK, THE TWO MAKINQ A COMPUTE 
CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OF ENOLANDFROMTHEYEAR I48S. AlthouEh 
theauthorhasDecessvily coniinually louched upon con rroverted pal Ltical (epics, he 
)iu avoided the spirit and rout ofcontrovcny. and has staled fairly and discussed the 
luMects hiltoHcaMy and truthfully, wilhaut entering upon the field of party politics, 
and without dealing with or disoiuing the conduct and nii>tives of public men, Sucba 
work u tbil il a public benetiction."— ^ou Vari Lain RigUtir. 

MR. MAY'S LAST WORK. 

DEMOCRACY IN EUROPE. 

A Hritory. 2 volt. Octavo, Cloth. $9.00. 



of popular power as an osenlial condition of thesocialadvanccmcnt of nations^ I am 
an ardent admirer ofpolitini liberty— of rational and enlightened liberty, nich ai moil 
Eoglithm en approve; and I condemn any violation atiDpriiicipl«,whetheiby adai. 
polic king, or by an ill-oidered republic." 

Thi Landau Timrt tayt: " Thin work li executed «^th a dioroiighnen, and at the 

C^irt tent «» recHft cf price, charges prepaid, iy 
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